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Mr.  Editor: 
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on  paying  poets 
by  the  line, 
you  know 
what 
you'll 
get, 
don't 
you 
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I  HATE  POETRY  TEAT  ISN'T 
(which  this  is ) 

Richard  Brautigan 
oughrta  begin  again. 


Haiku!   Haiku! 
Bless  you. 


A  MATTER  OF  TASTE 


Muggy  day.  Droplets  floated  in  the 
air  like  tiny  balloons.  The  chrome- 
framed  glass  door  swung  away  as  she 
headed  down  the  center  aisle  of 
Jhittingtons.   Softly  defined  dressmaker 
suits. . .romantic  colors. . .silk  and  creme 
de  Chine. 

She  dug  into  her  oversized  shoulder 
bag  for  the  alterations  ticket.  Brushed 
past  a  Pierre  Cardin  and  a  Christian 
Dior  holding  hands.  Moving.  Her  long 
blond  hair  danced.  Rows  of  shoes  along 
the  aisle. . . Ballys,  Capezos,  Ninas... 
under  bold  red  letters:   SALE  -  30%  to 
50%  OF!. 

She  paused,  lifted  a  classic  brown 
high-heeled  shoe  with  an  enclosed  toe 
and  back  strap.  Two  fingers  plied  the 
soft  calfskin.  The  gold  sticker  on  the 
sole  showed  a  crossed-out  .65.00  over  a 
penned-in  -;.39.00. 

Size  six.   She  stepped  across  the 
soft  blue  carpet  to  the  register  desk 
looking  for  a  clerk. 

"May  I  help  you,  Miss?  '  a  pleasant 
voice  asked  from  behind. 

"Yes.   Do  you  have  these  in  a 
seven?"  she  asked  the  young,  red-haired 
clerk. 

''Let  me  see.17  He  took  the  shoe  from 
her  and  headed  through  the  curtain  of  the 
storeroom,  calling  over  his  shoulder, 
"I  think  so... just  a  second." 

She  hesitated,  then  sat  in  the  plush 
chair,  took  a  cigarette  from  her  shoulder 
bag,  lighted  it,  and  checked  her  watch. 
Still  ten  minutes  on  the  meter,  she 
thought . 

He  came  back  carrying  three 
shoeboxes  stacked  on  his  arm. 

"I  don't  have  a  seven  left,"  he 
said,  pulling  his  lanky  body  down  onto  a 
fitting  stool,  ''but  I  brought  you  a  six 
and  a  half  to  try.  This  particular 
style  does  run  a  little  large." 

She  nudged  off  her  right  shoe  with 
her  other  foot . 


"Here.      Let  me  do  that." 

He   lifted  her  left    foot  by  the 
ankle,   removing  her  shoe.      'You  really 
can't  tell   about  shoes  without  trying 
them  both  on." 

Her  bare  feet  were  planted  side  by 
side  on  the  carpet.     The  clerk  was 
staring  at  them,   not   moving. 

"What's  the  matter?''  she  asked, 
flushing  lightly. 

"Nothing.     Nothing  at   all."     He 
lifted  a  shoe  from  the  top  box.       'You 
have  nice   feet,   you  know.;' 

"Nice   feet!      You're  kidding!" 

"No,    they  are.     They  really  are." 
He  looked  up  at  her  earnestly.      'You 
have... well,   you  have  the  most  even  toes 
I've  ever  seen." 

"Whaatl?" 

"So  even. .  .so. .  .precise.. .'; 

"My  toes?" 

"Beautiful.     Your  feet   are  perfect. 
Absolutely  perfect." 

"Well.. .thank  you,"  she   stammered. 
"May  I  try  on  that  shoe   now,   please?" 

The  clerk  cradled  her  feet  gently 
as  he   fitted  first   one  shoe,    then  the 
other.      "You  really  do  have  perfectly 
formed  feet." 

Standing,    she   stepped   over  to  a 
mirror,   pivoting  slowly  in  front    of   it. 
"Six  and  a  half,    you  say... They  don't 
feel  too   small.     Yes."     Balancing  on  one 
1'oot ,    she   reached  backwards  and  took  off 
a  shoe.      "I  like  them.      I'll  take   them." 

She  started  to  hand  the  shoes  to 
the  clerk.      His  vague   expression  stopped 
her.      "Is  something  the  matter  with  the 
shoes?" 

"Ho."     pause.      "Not   really." 

"They  look  all   right?" 

'Not   on  you. . .You . . . you 're  t oo 
young.     How?  -  I'll  bet   you're 
twenty-four. " 

"Well,    a  little   older." 

"I'm  twenty-one." 

"0h.;'     A  pause.     Then  she  slipped 
the  shoes   on  again.     The  four-inch  heel 
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flattered  her  calf  and  ankle.      "I  don't 
see  what's  wrong... ; 

'They. . .well. . .your  feet  would  look 
good  in  anything.     It's,  just  that...," 
he  sprang  up,   hurrying  through  the 
curtain.      "Wait,   let  me  show  you..." 

She  watched  him  return  with  a  stack 
of  boxes  which  he  placed  carefully  on  the 
floor  with  the  others.      "Sit   down,   please. 
Honest,    it'll  only  take  a  minute." 

With  a  slight  shrug  of  her  shoulders, 
she  nodded  absently. 

"Here,   let  me  show  you."     He  picked 
up  a  pair  of  shoes  from  a  box  and  held 
them  up,    smiling.      "See.     These  are 
perfect." 

She  looked  doubtfully  at  three  thin 
straps,  two  of  them  criss-crossing  in 
the   front,    one  anchoring  the  heel,   and 
started  to  shake  her  head  no. 

"You'll  see,"  he  said  fast,   putting 
them  on  her.      ''There  1" 

"There?1'     There's  nothing  to  them." 

'They're   just  right."     His  finger 
traced  a  line  around  her  foot.     "They 
don't  hide  your  feet;  they  define  them." 

"Oh?" 

She  stood,   took  a  few  steps,    sat 
down  again.      "The  straps  rub.,: 

"No  -  no,   the  straps  shouldn't  rub," 
he  said,   taking  off  the  shoes.     Holding 
her  foot,   his  fingers  massaged  above  her 
toes.      "There,    is  that  better?" 

"It's  all  right. "     She   jerked  her 
foot  away.      'They  didn't  rub  that  much!" 
She  glanced  at  her  watch.    "Look,   maybe 
some  other  time... "she   said,   a  bit  too 
loudly. 

"'/ait."     His  hand  dove  into  the 
next  box.     'What  about  these?" 

"Silver  shoes!?     No,   look,   I  really 
don't.. .  ' 

'But  these  are  so.  open.'' 

"I  always  wear  enclosed  toes." 

"Well,  you  know  you  shouldn't." 

Her  eyes  widened.  lie  slipped  the 
silver  shoes  on  her  feet.   "Look  in  the 
mirror. . .you'll  see." 

She  rose  and  took  two  steps  to  the 
mirror. 

"They're  very  stylish."  He  bent 
down,  his  hand  swooping  across  a  shoe. 

She  pulled  her  foot  away.  He  '■ 
noticed  the  doubt  on  her  face. 

"You're  just  not  used  to  straps, 
that's  all.  They're  nice.  Just  right 
for  you."  Smoothly,  he  steered  her  back 
to  her  seat. 

She  reached  for  her  shoes.  The 
clerk  quickly  picked  them  up,  holding 
them  away.   "Don't  you  wear  sandals?" 
!Fot  usually." 

"I'll  get  some." 

"What?"     She  sat   forward,  but  he 
was  through  the  curtains  again.      "Now 
sandals,"  she  muttered,   stubbing  out  her 
cigarette,    starting  to  stand  up. 
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''Some  people  don't  mind  how  much 
they  monopolize  a  salesman!"  A  high, 
strident  voice  reached  her. 

Swiveling  her  head,    she  saw  a  tall, 
thin  woman  rising  angrily  from  a  chair 
behind  her.      "Trying  to  get  yourself  a 
date?"     She  stalked  off,  her  voice 
carrying  back,    "No  consideration  for 
anybody  else. . . " 

"Oh,   good  grief!"     she  said  as  he 
came  back  through  the  curtain.     "You 
just  lost  a  customer."     She  gestured 
toward  the  woman's  retreating  back.. 

Not  even  looking,   he  placed  more 
boxes  on  the  growing  pile.      "Here,   let 
me  try  these."     He  captured  her  foot 
again,  enclosing  it  in  a  white  sandal. 

"I  don't  need  white  sandals!" 

"They're  on  sale.     Only  £.22.00." 

"Look,    no!      I  have  to  go..." 

She  kicked  off  the  sandals, 
searching  around   in  the  pile  of  shoes 
and  boxes  on  the   floor,    rising.     "What 
did  you  do  with  ray  shoes?" 

"I  love  your  feet,"  he  said  simply. 

Their  eyes  locked.      She  pulled  hers 
away. 

"I'm  sorry.     I   just  don't  want 
shoes  today." 

"Harumph .      Je  f fries  1 " 

Above  them  stood  a  tower  of  chin 
and  cheeks  swaddled  in  layers  of  white, 
folded  flesh,    a  white  boutonniere 
prominent   in  his  lapel. 

"Jeffries!" 

"Uh,  Mr.  Cox... yes,   sir..."     The 
clerk  rose  quickly  to  his  feet.      ''Look, 
doesn't   she  have  the  most  perfect  -" 

"Jeff-ries!"     Heavy  stress  on  each 
syllable  of  the  clerk's  name.      "Does 
the  lady  want  to  buy  the  brown  shoes? 
If  the  lady  wants  to  buy  the  brown  shoes, 
sell  them  to  her. " 

The  clerk  turned,  stepped  after  him 
into  the  aisle.     "Mr.  Cox...?" 

She  had   spotted  her  shoes  on  the 
counter.      Grabbing  them,    she  ran  from  the 
shoe  department.     Barefooted,    shoes 
clutched  in  one  hand,   shoulder  bag 
thudding  against  her  hip,    she  sprinted 
past    jewelry,  past  designer  suits, 
bumping  people  out  of  her  way  as  she 
fled. 

Safe  at  the  door,    she  paused, 
looking  back. 

Beyond  the  bewildered   faces,   the 
clerk  stood  in  the  aisle  holding  a  pair 
of  shoes  -  strapped  shoes  -  beguilingly 
aloft. 

Her  hand  raised  in  a  very  small 
hesitant  wave.     Then  she  was   out      '  the 
door. 

Her  bare  feet  splashed  in  water.. 
A  steamy  summer  rain  poured  down, 
straightening  her  hair,   pasting  her 
blouse  to  her  body.      She  looked  at  the 
shoes  in  her  hand,    down  at  her  feet. 
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Then,  arching  her  ankles  and 
stretching  her  toes  -  her  precise  toes 
wide  apart,  she  padded  through  the 
puddled  parking  lot . ..without ,  she 
realized,  her  new  raincoat,  still 
awaiting  her  in  alterations. 


ko  sea:is 

I  sit  behind  lace  curtains 
too  beautiful  to  pull  unseen. 
Imprisoned  by  a  childish  wish 
to  see  snow  upon  the  green. 

And  how  like  life  these  curtains  are 
If  we  had  only  been  stronger. 
■That  life  we  might  have   seen. 
We  stand  behind  and  wonder. 


ADRIAN  SAYLOR 
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WALK 

Rain/ rush  future /walk; 

through  the  lush  underbelly  of  time, 

memories  sliding  then  racing; 

the  pit,  pit,  pit  of  the  rain 

around  me. 

Soft, 

so  soft,  the  darling, 

baby  air. 

With  its   fine  mist  curling  into 

my  nostrils. 

I  am  a  brood  mare, 

protecting  a  round,   brown 

secret   something. 

Merry-go-round  and  round  over  the 

silver  moon. 

Lance  little  child  in  your  warm 

and  silken  home, 

while  I  am  chilled  and  wet  to 

my  very  bones 


MARGE  POFFENBARGER 

TERSE  TERSE 

Direct  - 

To  the  point  - 

As  the  arrow  flies  - 

Slicing  a  swath  through 

Idees  long  held, 

Distorted  views, 

Conventions  unchallenged; 


C.   HE&DOR  DENTON 
KNOWING  WORDS 

I  watched  a  blossom  fall  today 

Not  knowing  the  words  to  hold  it  there 

The  leaving  signs 

I  saw  those  forming  too 

Once-reaching  petals  folding  in 

To  shroud  once-giving  store 

It  lingered 

A  diminished  bloom 

liishapened,  purpose  still  unclear 

And  then,  resigned 

It  fell  away 

And  I  wished  for  you 

Not  knowing  the  words 

To  make  the  wish  come  true 

I   saw  a  blossom  leave  the  shrub 

Your  hands  had  planted  there 

As  witness  to  our  bond  of  love 

In  that  first  spring  of  sun 

It   fell,   as  nightgowns  drop  away 

And  laid,   a  mockery 

And  lifting,   I  crushed   it   dying 

As  you  had  once  crushed  me 

Wishing  you  hadn't  known  the  words 

That  took  our  sun  away 


Throwing  a  switch  in  the  railroad  tracks  of  life. 


COLEEN  FABRYCKI 
CAES/REAN 

Wrinkle,  wrinkle,    little  scar. 

,iow  I  ponder  if  you'll  mar 

this  sensual  form  above  the  thigh 
when  bikini  strings  I  tie. 

'.''rinkle,  wrinkle,   little  scar. 

Normal  childbirth's  best  by  far'. 


PAT  MOLDER 

ALPHA  BETA  METAPHOR 

In  the  beginning 
there  was  only  one 
and  no  fun 

then  there  were  two 
What  to  do? 

The  snake  made  three 
Apple  in  the  tree  I 
Baby  makes  f our  - 
God  shut  the  door. 
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NfiMCY  LOCKHART 

EVERYDAY  CARRIAGE 

I  marry  you  on  the  altar  of  everyday, 

As  the  night  marries  the  moon. 
I  marry  you  on  the  porch  of  peeling  paint, 

As  the  landlord  marries  the  rent. 
I  marry  you  in  hospital  hallways, 

As  mattress  marries  bones. 
I  marry  you  at  the  lunch  counter, 

As  sticky  buns  marry  flies. 
I  marry  you  at  time clocks, 

As  grease  marries  gear. 
I  marry  you  at  molehill, 

As  tongue  marries   squabble. 
Payday's  not  till  Friday,  but  I  marry  you  today. 


C.   MEAD OR  DENPCH 

FROM  THE  QJJXET ,   VOICES 

.lords  formed  and  were  shaped  by  lips 

Eons  ago 

Lips  much  like  yours 

And  played  across  ears  like  mine 

In  light,  toy-drum  beats 

And  became  voices 

On  march  in  ever  widening  whorls 

Entering  ethereal  regions 

Which,  hearing  nothing,  drank  endlessly 

And  still  they  came  through  the  ages 

Tiny  waves  of  meaning 

Flowing  into  the  niches  of 

Insatiable  void 

Save  one  phrase 

So  oft  repeated 

All  its  assigned  space  soon  filled 

And  from  this  great  store  of  quiet 

Voices  spill  back 

With  words 

Formed  from  lips  much  like  yours 

And  mine 

Saying 

Why  didn't  I 


PJ>T  MULDER 

WITHDRAWING 

Sitting  crosslegged 
on  the  bottom 
of  the  dark  lake, 
nestled  into 
gooey,    cold  mud, 
mingled  in  moss 
and  slimey   seaweed, 
I  'run  my  fingers 
through  cold  currents 
that  rise 
out  of  the  depths 
of  uncreated  life 
and 

watch  the  sun 
warm  the  surface 
of  earth. 

I   laugh  softly 
and  settle 
deeper 
into  my  bed 
of  peace 
and  silence. 

I  am  content. 


LORRAINE  BARON; 


On  a  snow-capped  mountain, 
Surrounded  by  a  field  of  diamonds 

flickering  in  the  sun 
The   silence  broken  only  by  the 
crunch  of  the  snow, 
crisp  and  clean 
Behold,   nature's  handiwork! 


COLEEN  FABRYCKI 

3IRDFSEDER 

There  was  a  young  bird  in  his  nest, 
who  tried  to  give  flying  a  test. 
So  he  flew  from  where  perched 
and  his  mother  bird  searched, 
but  the  kitty  cat  never  confessed. 

EAUCU 

A  tiny  poem, 

like  a  splinter  needling  in, 
festers  in  my  mind. 


On  a  sandy  beach, 
Blanketed  by  chunks  of  broken  glass 

sparkling  and  glittering 
The  stillness  shattered  by  the 

agonizing  cry  of  a  child, 
cut  and  bleeding 
Behold,  the  fingerprint   of  man! 


JANICE  LE  FEVERS 

THOUGHT-GRAM 

I   send  you  messages 
with  my  mind 
most  everyday 
because  telepathy  is 
the  only  way 
I  have  to  say 
'I  miss  you" 
without  being  overheard. 

sjcijof: 
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JUDY  BELEIELD 

THE  DIPSTICK  SHOWS 

The  dipstick  shows 

I'm  a  gallon  high  on  sunshine 
and  it's  spilling 

thick,   oily,   slippery  yellow 
all  over  the  place 
And  suddenly 

ray  shoes  don't   fit  — 

the  dark  stains   of  drying,   crusty  snow/salt 
have  tightened  the  leather  — 
and  my  feet  are  giggling  apart  at  the  seams; 
they  long  to  splash  in  daffodil  puddles, 
treat  their  soles  to  goldleafgrease 
and  slide  down  eggyolk  sidewalks. 
There's  an  urgent  music 

that  underlies  their  skin 
coating  those  nerves  nearest  the  surface 
with  tiny  electric  prickles 
thrt  threaten 

to  make  the  correct   explosive  connection  — 
CALL  THE  BOMB  SQUAD! 
There's  a  metronome  tickin  in  my  toes 
and  it ' s  beatin  out  the  rhythm 
of  Bumblebee's  Flight  — 

B  L  A  M  M  1   I 
Too  late  — 

the  canary's  been  released 
and  the  hounds  are  hot   on  the  scent 
of  mustard  pudding. 
Doors  are  pregnant 

in  their  ninth  month,   plus  a  half; 
popping  their  hinges  into  the  air 
and 
All  the  walls  are  out  to  lunch; 
they'll  get  the  sack; 
they  won't  be  back 
in  time  to  punch  the  clock. 
Trying  to  catch  up 

to  those  feet  I  used  to  know  — 
Hey,   you  wretched,   roadrunning  little  ingrates! 
There's  no  cause  to  worry: 

Wile  E.'s  croakin  in  the  canyon  — 
TNTeed  his  hair 

a  lovely  shade  of  burnt  black  — 
Slow  down  and  wait  for  me : 
I'm  the  one 
who'll  have  to   rub  your  callouses 

with  salvo. 


**>;*; 


COLEEN  FABRYCKI 


WANTED 


In  rain  I  walk  around 

when  eyes,  shuttered  by  lashes, 

ere  downcast  en  the  ground 

as  careful  feet  avoid  splashes. 

It  isn't  that  I'm  shy 
or  hide  from  life  at  all. 
It's  that  my  photo's  high 
on  the  Post  Office  wall. 


SV/O00SHI 

Why  aren't  we,    she  asked  him,   relating? 
although  at  the  time  they  were  mating. 

She  bespoke  all  his   flaws 

so  he  left  her  because 
Her  comments  were  simply  deflating. 


ijf  :|<  >|<  ;|< 
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NANCY  LOCKHART 

THERE'  S  A  DRAGON  IN  MY  HOUSE 

There's  a  dragon  in  ray  house; 

I  call  it   Spot, 

Huge  of  wing  and  bone, 

Spouting  smoke  like  a  grandfather's  birthday  cake. 

And  I  say  out,  out  damned  Spot. 

And  I  say  out,  out  brief  candle. 

But  the  dragon  never  goes. 

And  I  take  St.  George  lessons  at  Sunday  school. 

And  I  go  to  the  library  and  look  up  'dragon' 

In  fat  dusty  books. 

And  I  order  dragon  repellent  from  the 

Sears  and  Roebuck  catalog. 

But  there's  still  a  dragon  in  my  house. 

And  I  found  out  there's  a  dragon  in 

Your  house,  too. 

Now  I'm  writing  a  play  called  WLNERABILITY  IS  A  VIRYOE, 
ISN'T  IT. 

I'm  hoping  the  royalitifee  will  pay  for  all  this 
Purina  Dragon  Chow. 

ROBERT  EDW1HD  NMSCME 

FUTSO  ZANY  PSEUDO-REALITIES 

What  unendlessly  entertaining  imaginations  we  havel 
Awakening  from  perpetual  dreams  into  a  sea  of  light 
blinked  back  from  between  us  and  the  physical  real. 
Illusion  liken  the  self-actuated  laser  memories 
of  our  fantasied  yesterdays  to  the  field  of  vision. 
Synthi-cogitated  concentrations  of  energies  within 
the  fields  of  visions  leaving  shadowpools  of  light 
like  entities  themselves,  miming  our  activities  and 
taking  themselves  surreally  thought  by  thought  thru 
adventure  series  melodramas  in  which  the  names  have 
been  changed  to  change  the  names,   we  are  the  now 
passionately  insane.  Hallucinations  born  of  drug 
familiarity  out  of  boredom  join  us  in  contemplating 
death  with  fascination  in  all  its  mysteries  and  the 
desire  beyond.   Back  from  the  borders  we  are  unreal 
titilation-temptation  to  be  freely  associated  com- 
pletely in  any  of  our  times  and  temper  zones,  wistful 
sensory  ratios  subconsciously  satisfied  by  altered 
consciousness,  eternally  expanded  consciences  are  our 
guides  thru  the  zombie  veil.   ...eternity-infinity'. 
...or  is  knowledge  power  over  absolute  corruption... 
schizophrenica  simulacra  is  metaphysical  macrame, 
a  technique  I  used  putting  windings  on  the  words, 
telepathic  genius  orator  and  tachyon  jocular  oculist, 


PAT  HOLDER 
MY  FRIEND 


COLEEK  FABRYCKI 
SYLVIA 


My  fuzzy  teddy  bear  with  button  eyes 
sits  patiently  and  watches  what  I  do. 
He  does  not  judge  nor  scold  nor  criticize 
I  could  not  find  another  friend  as  true. 


^Vt 
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She  curls 

so  carefully 

into  her  ball  of  death 

no  longer  lashing  at  the  glass 

bell  jar. 


JULY  BELFIELD 

MY  FRIEND 

My  friend 

gave  me  conversation, 
comfort, 

and  time  — 
I  pave  him  nothing  in  return. 

what  was  once  a  warm  winter  coat 

became  a  patchy,  tattered  rag, 
as 
hair  by  hair, 
he  fell  away 

and  was  caught  by  the  wind 

that  carried  him  too  far  from  me. 

I've  lost  too  many  friends  in  springtime  — 

Next  winter, 

with  the   first   frost, 
I  may  die. 


JANICE  LE  FEVERS 

PARAiiGIA 

I'm  not   fit  to  sit 
with  those  who  choose  ' 
to  act  and  not   retract 
into  their'  shells. 

I'm  not  aboui? 

to  step  out 

knowing  the  enemy  lies  low 

ready  to  strike  the  first  blow 

It's  best   to  lay  and  wait 

until  some  future   date 

when  the  coast   is  clear 

so  that   I   can  endure 

the  steady  influx  of  monsters 

that   are  sure  to  appear 

when  I  do. 


DEBBIE  GIBSON 

A    /INTER  DAY'S  REVELATION 

We  talk  about  her  days  at  school 

Hoping  our  words  will  chase  away  the  wind's  numbing  bite. 

It   blows  tendrils  of  golden  hair  round  my  niece's   elfin  face. 

The  bright    sun  bounces   off  the  blinding  snow. 

It  refracts  sparkling  emerald  hues  in  her  young  eyes. 

They  glow  with  excitement. 

She  confides   in  me:      the  hopes  and  dreams   of  an  eight   year  old. 

My  mind   drifts,    receding  with  her  yearnings.      I   remember. 

Oh,    so  vividly,    I  remember  those   sylphidine  expectations! 

The  morning  air  is  crisp.      It   invites  us. 

I    smile  as  she   akwardly  laces  her   skates. 

The  unblemished,   alabaster  pond  awaits  us. 

:ie   start  with   a  game   of  tag, 

Creating  abstract   designs  to  puzzle  the   soaring  birds  above. 

I  teach  her  the  figure  eight. 

Ner  tiny,    white-clad  feet   slice  the  frozen  crust. 

She   falls   often,   but    rises  determinedly, 

Miffed  and   snow-splotched,    to  try  again. 

I  admire  her. 

Paralyzed  by  the  wintry  winds,  we  bid  our  floor  of  ice  a  fond  farewell. 

As  we  hike  through  the  woods,  my  thoughts  flit  with  the  swaying  branches, 

She  is  so  young.   So  naive.  Many  trials  stand  before  her. 

./ill  I  be  there  to  guide  her?  Comfort  and  aid  her? 

Will  she  face  them  as  she  did  today? 

Brave  and  eager?  Ready  and  resolute  to  conquer  each  crucial  ordeal? 

A   rabbit  crosses  our  path,  snaring  my  grave  ponder ings. 

She  reaches  for  my  hand  and  laughs  up  at  me. 

Jler  rose-tinged  cheeks  glow  with  her  smile. 

Our  eyes  meet  with  mutual  love  and  happiness. 

My  heart  burns  with  a  fire  of  absolute  truth. 

I  realize  she  will  succeed.   I  will  succeed. 

7e  will  grow  together. 

Two  strong  trees,  sheltering  one  another. 
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JULY  BELITEIB 
A  LETTER  TO  H4ECY  —rfHO  WIS  THE  Ii.'SPIR/TIGN 

You  just  barely  touch  them,    they   just   barely  touch  you  .    .    .    these 
thoughts  that   get   away.     Try  to  make  the  thought   a  word,    and  while   the 
word  is   forming,   the  thought   flies.      And  you  have  to  concentrate  so  hard 
to  pull  it  back  —  and  it  was   only  a  fragment  to  begin  with,    so  all  you 
get  the  second  time  is  a  fragment  of  a  fragment.      It's   frustrating. 

Sometimes,    I  think  the  answers  to  all  the  questions  of  life  ride  on 
the  wings  of  these  fragmented  thoughts.     It  seems  that  —  all  of  a  sudden  — 
you  consciously  realize  a  solution  to  a  philosophical  problem,    or  you've 
discovered  the  true  meaning  of  some  feeling.     You've  gotten  to  the   core 
of  something  for  a  split   second,   and  then  you  try  to  explain  it,   or  write 
it  down,    or  even  just  try  to  form  the  thought  —  give  it   shape,    round  it 
out,   complete  it,    so  it  can  be  filed   for  some  future  need  —  and  ffffftl 
It's  gone  I 

You're  not   angry.     When  you  lose  it,   you're  frustrated  because  it 
wriggles  so  much  you  can't  get  a  hold  on  it.     But  you're  not   angry. 
There's  a  fascination,    for  sure.     You  become  overwhelmed  with  the  fantastic 
way  it  appears  and  vanishes,   but  even  more  so  by  the  way  it   seems  to  burst 
a  light  in  your  head,   making  all  problems  seem  soluble.     But  you're  not 
angry.     You  feel  sort  of  privileged  to  have  been  given  a  peek  at  the 
boundlessness  of  the  mind.     That  boundlessness  is,    somehow,   a  superhuman 
quality.     You  think  that  you've  been  given  a  glimpse  of  what   is  holy  — 
if  there  Is  anything  that   can  be   said  to  be  holy.     People  who  are  religious 
might  think  that  such  things  are  glimpses   of  God.     Ilaybe  they  are  and  I'm 
too  stupid  to  see  it. 

One  thing  I  do  think  is  that,  probably,  the  mind  is  too  feeble  an 
instrument  to  handle  these  Truth- flashes.      If  one  were  to  be  able  to 
contain  them,    form  them,   hold  them  in  the  brain,   they  just  might  be  too 
powerful.     Ilaybe  they  would  overload  the  circuits  —  cause  a  fatal 
explosion  of  some  kind.     It  could  be  that  they  are  zapped  out   so  quickly 
because  of  a  trigger-mechanism  in  the  brain  that  has  as   its  prime   function 
self-preservation.     Like  blacking  out  when  the  body  is  in  too  much  pain: 
The  brain  says,    "Okay,   that's  enough,      //e  cannot  possibly  tolerate 
another  second  of  this."     And  out  goes  consciousness. 

It   could  be  like  beauty  —  natural  beauty:      Sunrises,    sunsets,   etc. 
Sometimes,   these  sights  are  so  terribly  awesome,    one  gets  so  INVOLVED 
in  them,   that  a  oneness  with  the   spectacle  occurs  and  an  orgasm  of  the 
soul  begins  to  crescendo.     At   such  times,   one   feels  that  to  think  —  to 
feel  —  the  experience  a  single  second  more  would  kill.     It  is  too  big 
to  contain  or  sustain.     The  mind  must  be  diverted,    somehow,   because  the 
the  intensity  is  so   overwhelming. 

Afterwards,    one  feels  completely  drained:      Nothing  that  could  happen 
subsequently  could  ever  equal  the  experience. 

And  you're  not   angry  that  you  had  to  make  it   stop;   you're  relieved. 
But   at  the  same  time,   you're  grateful  for  it.     It  has  been  a  tiptoe  in 
Paradise;   a  transcendence  of  human  constriction;   a  glimpse  of  God,    if  you 
will. 

Ilaybe,    if  there  is  a  God,   this  is  His  plan;     To  capture  Him  in 
fragments.      I  guess  it   depends  on  what  your  idea  of  God  is.     Maybe  God 
is  every  human  being,    every  living  thing,    everything  animate  and  inanimate. 
Maybe  God  is  the  inner  force,  the  potential  of  man  —  or  the  potential 
of  thought. 

Iho  knows? 


NELSON  RODRIGUEZ 
GREEN  EYES 

Your  eyes  are  the  springtime.   Oh,  that  feeling  that  makes  love  grow 
when  your  skin  touches  mine. 

•Then  you  close  your  eyes,  our  hearts  simmer  and  beat  to  the  melody 
of  the  crickets. 

I  wake  again  to  your  dawning  eyes. 
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TOM  BITSCH 


THE  FLQ-JER  FALLS 


Robert  looked  out  the  window.   It 
was  almost  seven  o'clock,  and  soon  it 
would  be  dark  outside.  The  thought 
excited  Robert.  His  friends  would  be 
coming  shortly.  They  would  be  going  to 
Mary  Horek's  party.  Mary's  parents  had 
gone  to  Florida  for  their  eighteenth 
wedding  anniversary,  leaving  Mary  in 
charge  of  the  house  and  two  smaller 
brothers.  Wednesday  at  school  she  let 
it  be  known  that  anyone  who  wanted  to 
come  over  Saturday  night  was  welcome. 
Robert  couldn't  wait.  He  knew  that  soon 
it  would  be  dark,  and  they  would  be 
leaving. 

Robert  turned  from  the  window  and 
walked  over  to  his  bed,  falling  onto  it 
with  a  thud.  Reaching  above  him,  he 
flipped  on  his  radio  and  rested  his  chin 
on  the  pillow,  being  careful  not  to  mess 
up  his  hair.  Anticipation  coursed 
through  him.  He  knew  she  would  be  there 
tonight.  He  had  watched  her  often  in  the 
halls  at  school,  always  trying  hard  not 
to  be  too  obvious.  He  couldn't  help  it, 
though.  Laura  was  a  beautiful  girl,  and 
Robert  couldn't  see  enough  of  her.  Ever 
since  he  had  first  noticed  her  two  weeks 
ago,  he  could  think  about  nothing  else. 
Although  he  had  never  actually  talked  to 
her,  he  felt  like  he  knew  her  rather 
well.  "You  can  really  tell  a  lot  about 
a  person, Tf  he  thought,  ''just  by  watching 
her,  seeing  how  she  acts  with  other 
people.''  lie  had  done  plenty  of  that. 
In  fact,  he  often  walked  out  of  his  way 
between  classes  to  go  by  her  locker, 
hoping  she  would  be  there.  At  night  he 
would  often  lie  in  bed,  dreaming  about 
how  he  would  someday  walk  up  to  her  and 
start  a  conversation.  He  would  be  witty 
and  charming,  adroitly  gaining  her 
acquaintance.  Those  thoughts  thrilled 
him  at  night,  as  he  would  lie  there, 
staring  at  the  flower  and  dreaming  up 
new  dialogues. 

The  flower! 

Robert  had  almost   forgotten  about 
the   flower.      He  had  been  busy  all  day, 
and  hadn't  had  a  chance  to  water  it. 
Springing  from  the  bed,    he  bolted  into 
the  hallway  and  swung  open  the  closet 
door.     There  his  mother  kept   a  small 
watering  can  and  a  special  additive  that 
helped  the  plants  to  grow.      Robert    ,  r- 
grabbed  the  can  and  dumped  in  a  small 
bit   of  the  powder.      Closing  the  door, 
he  walked  into  the  kitchen  where  his 
mother  was   reading  the  paper. 

"Robert,    I  thought  you  were  gone!'f 
"No,   mom.      The  guys  will  be  here 
pretty   soon,   though."     Robert  walked  to 
the   sink  and  carefully  drew  some  water 
from  the   faucet.      :'That  plant's   doing 
pretty  good,   you  know."  _g_ 


trYes,  I  noticed.  You've  really  done 
well  with  it."  Robert's  mother  peered  at 
her  newspaper. 

Robert   returned  to  his  room  and 
walked  to  his  desk.     There   in  the  center 
was  his  flower,   contained  in  a  small  pot. 
Robert  carefully  poured  in  the  water, 
being   careful  not  to   flood   any  one  area. 
Stepping  back  for  a  moment,    he  admired 
its  beauty. 

He  had  won  the  flower  at  a  carnival 
several  weeks  ago.      Although  he   didn't 
know  what  kind  of  flower  it  was,   he 
liked   it   just  the  same.     Maybe  he  liked 
it  more  because  of  its  anonymity.     He  had 
the  feeling  that  he  was  nurturing  some 
wild  and  mysterious  creature  that  had 
come  to  him  through  fate.     He  often 
imagined  that   it   had  come  to  him  through 
advversity  and  espionage,    ending  up, 
innocently  enough,   in  the  hands  of  an 
unassuming  young  boy.     The  thought  gave 
the  simple   flower  a  kind  of  aura,    a 
personality  unique  to  itself.     He 
wondered  if  other  people  recognized  the 
qualities   in  the   flower  that  he  noticed. 

Suddenly,    a  car  horn  sounded   from 
outside.      Robert   dropped  the  watering 
can  on  his  bed  and  loped  to  the  front 
door.     He  knew   it  was  going  to  be   a  great 
part  y . 

When  they  arrived  at  Mary's  house, 
Robert  and  his  friends  went  their 
separate  ways.      Each  had  their   own  quarry 
selected  for  the  evening.     Robert  knew 
that  Brian  and  Scott  would  probably  get 
drunk  and  play  cards,   while  he  and  Paul 
mingled  with  the  other  people  at  the 
party.      Robert  hoped  that   among  the  fifty 
or  so  kids   in  Mary's  house,    Laura  would 
be  there.      He  hated  being   early,    because 
there  wasn't  much  he  was   interested  in 
besides  seeing  Laura.     That  had  happened 
last  week,   when  he  and  his  friends  had 
shown  up  entirely  too  soon  at  the  dance 
at   school.     No  one  really  interesting  was 
there,   and  Robert  had  spent  his  time 
watching  the   door  for  Laura.      Several 
long  minutes  later,    she  had  appeared. 

Robert  maneuvered  his  way  through 
the  crowd,   stopping  to  chat  with  various 
friends.      All  the  while,    he  was  keeping 
an  eye  out  for  Laura.     He  began  to  wonder 
if  she  was  coming  at   all. 

Just  as   he  was  about   to  make  his  way 
towards  the  kitchen,    something  caught  his 
eye.     Across  the   room,   s  girl  had  her 
back  to  Robert.      It   certainly  looked  like 
Laura.     He  wasn't   really  sure,    though. 
Something  was  wrong  with  her.      She   looked 
a  little  wobbly,    and   it   seemed  like  she 
was  leaning  on  the  guy  next  to  her.     He 
could  see  a  cigarette  dangling  from  her 
left  hand,    as  her  right   hand  held  on  to 
the  guy's  waist.  (con't. ) 


TOM  DITSCH,  THE  ELOTCER  FALLS,  con't. 


There  were  several  people  standing  around 
her,  and  they  looked  at  Laura  in  a  way 
that  suggested  that  she  was  the  center  of 
attention. 

Robert  mused  that  something  very 
amusing  must  have  been  going  on.  All  the 
kids  were  grinning  and  some  were  laughing. 
Robert  walked  towards  the  group.  He  had 
noticed  that  Karen  Mores  was  among  the 
onlookers.  He  knew  her  quite  well  from 
grade  school.   Robert  decided  that  he 
would  strike  up  a  conversation  with 
Karen,  and  in  the  process  get  introduced 
to  Laura. 

Suddenly,  as  Robert  neared  the 
group,  Laura  began  to  stagger  backwards. 
Her  feet  seemed  to  get  tangled  with  one 
another,  and  with  a  squeal  she  suddenly 
fell  backward.  Robert  reached  out  to 
try  and  catch  her,  in  vain.  With  an 
awkward  thump,  Laura  flopped  to  the 
carpet.   Robert  looked  down  at  her,  his 
face  reddening  with  surprise.  His  mouth 
opened  in  an  incredulous  gasp. 

"Laura! '' 

Laura  looked  at  him,  or  rather, 
through  him.   She  threw  her  head  back 
and  began  to  giggle.   Robert  couldn't 
believe  what  he  was  seeing.  Laura's 
shirt  was  unbuttoned  a  bit  too  far, 
revealing  her  bra  and  stomach.  Her 
lipstick  was  smeared  on  her  left  cheek, 
end  her  hair  was  a  mess.   Some  of  it  had 
fallen  over  her  mouth  and  had  been  caught 
in  her  teeth.   She  was  hopelessly  drunk. 
As  she  tried  to  regain  her  feet,  a 
strained  look  came  over  her,  and  suddenly 
her  cheeks  began  to  puff  out.   She 
bounced  from  the  carpet  and  ran  unsteadily 
into  the  hallway,  entering  the  bathroom 
with  her  hand  over  her  mouth. 

Robert  looked  around  the  room. 
Several  people  had  witnessed  the 
epidode,  and  now  they  were  all  turning 
to  their  conversations.   It  had  given 
them  a  good  laugh.  Robert  looked  at 
Karen.   She  was  laughing.   Robert  felt 
betrayed.  He  had  seen  people  drunk  at 
parties  before,  and  he  himself  had 
downed  several  on  occasion.  But  there 
was  something  different  about  what  had 
just  happened. 

''Oh,  take  it  easy,  Robert , "  Karen 
called  at  him.   "It's  her  birthday 
today.   She  just  had  one  too  many." 

Robert  turned  from  Karen  and  walked 
away.  His  eyes  searched  the  room. 
Quickly  he  spotted  Paul  in  the  far  corner 
of  the  room.  He  wanted  to  go  home,  and 
Paul  was  a  good  friend.  lie  would 
understand. 

Robert  stepped  out  of  Paul's  car 
into  the  cool  night  air.  Thanking  Paul, 
he  slammed  the  door  shut  and  Paul  sped 
off  into  the  night.  Robert  walked  to 
the  side  door,  stuck  in  his  key,  and 


slid  it  open.  His  mother  and  father 
would  probably  be  asleep  now,  even 
though  it  was  still  early.   Robert 
walked  dejectedly  into  his  room  and 
rolled  onto  his  bed.  Looking  across  to 
his  desk,  he  saw  the  flower.   It  was 
illuminated  by  the  moonlight,  something 
that  had  made  it  look  very  special 
before.  There  was  something  markedly 
different  about  the  flower.   It  looked 
so  alone,  so  simple,  so  naked.  The 
humble  pot  seemed  fragile  and  shallow. 

"The  flower,"  thought  Robert,  "is 
yellow.  It  is  yellow  with  a  thin  green 
stem.  That's  all  it  is."  It  seemed  like 
a  different  flower  than  the  one  he  had 
before.  This  was  the  first  time  that  he 
had  looked  at  the  flower  and  noticed  how 
hopelessly  it  looked  like  other  flowers. 

Silently,  Robert  rose  from  his  bed 
and  walked  to  his  desk.  He  gently  slid 
open  his  window,  letting  in  the  cool 
night  breeze.  He  hesitated  for  a  second, 
looking  at  the  flower.  This  was  its 
last  chance.   Detecting  no  change, 
Robert  grasped  the  pot  and  thrust  it  out 
the  window.  With  a  twist  of  his  wrist, 
the  flower  slid  from  the  pot  and  came  to 
rest  rather  rudely  on  the  ground  below. 
The  dirt  from  the  pot  crushed  the 
flower's  fragile  stem.   Robert  shut  the 
window  and  dropped  the  pot  onto  his  desk. 

Robert  threw  off  his  clothes  and 
laid  on  his  bed.  Looking  at  the  ceiling, 
his  mind  began  to  wander.  The  ceiling, 
however,  wouldn't  let  it  wander  very 
far.   "That's  all  right,"  he  thought, 
"it's  safer  this  way."  He  closed  his 
eyes  and  tried  to  sleep. 


** 


TOM  DTTSCH 
THE  VEEHD 

The  wind,  whipping  from  empty  space, 
with  razor  edged  chill, 
Embeds  its  claws  within  my  face, 
And  pecks  me  with  its  bill. 

*** 

PAT  BOHLER 

HAIKU 

The  unbending  oak 
Citadel  in  wind  and  rain 
As  worms  writhe  inside. 


-10- 


JUDY  BELFIELD 


RSVP 


I  tried  to  imagine  your  inter-gallactic  trips  — 
I  managed  to  sail  into  space 

where  the  blue  was   so 
incredibly, 
exquisitely  perfect, 

that  words  could  never  hope  to  capture  the  hue. 
And  I   found  myself 

among  a  jillion  brilliant  stars, 

flashing  in  glittering  spasms  completely  out   of  control, 
I   floated  through  gossamer  curtains 

that  whispered  as  I  passed. 

It  took  a  toll  physically  to  concentrate  so  intensely: 
I   created  the   fantasy  with  such  fanatacism 

that  my  head  felt  bludgeoned  afterwards  — 
And  I  may  not  have  duplicated  your  travels   into  reverie  — 
but  I  invite  you  to  try 
ray  dream. 


ADRIANE  SAYLOR 

WISKMUSIEG 

I  have  a  taste  for  a  day, 

an'    orange  taste  in  the  back  of  my 

mind. 

A  little  like  lemonade  on  a  summer  day; 

cold  and  sweet,  like  I'ehi  orange  pop. 

Its  chilly  crush  melting  to  the  bottom 

of  my  stomach  and  circling 

around  my  heart  like  the  tendrils  of 

a  melody. 

I  have  a  taste  for  a  salty,  popcorn 

sun, 

to  chase  away  these  too-long-winter 

blues. 

A  cheddar/bacon  sunrise;  full  of  laughter 

and  the  bare/brazen  arms  of  children, 

a  roly-puppy,  green-grass  day  that  I  can  run 

in  with  bare  legs  and  know  that  if  I  reach  up 

high  enough 

I'll  find  an  answer  to  my  wonderings 

and  a  reason  for  my  dreams. 


PAT  MULDER 
STACKED  UP  NAP 


PAT  MULDER 

ON  BEING  TOO  OLD 
TO  HAVE  TO  TAKE  A  NAP 

Sprawled 

across  the  glider, 

one  leg  dangling  down 

to  the  ground, 

I  watch  the  drifting 

butterfly 

and  listen 

to  the  lazy  buzz 

of  locusts 

singing  in  the 

old  elm  tree. 

Sweat  runs  in  gullies 

down  my  neck 

and  a  pokey  fly 

lands.. and  lands... and  lands, 

and  I  hear  the  stillness 

of  a  sleepy 

summer  afternoon, 

pushing  the  glider 

back  and  forth, 

forth  and  back, 

screeeech  -  scritch 

scritch  -  screeeech 


My  cats  and  I 
stretch  out 
on  the  sofa, 
I  on  ray  side, 
and  them  piled 
on  my  top-side, 
snoring,  purring, 
sighing,  yawning, 
merged  in  a 
delicate  detente 
on  a  drowsy 
pillow-hugging 
afternoon. 
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on a  lazy  afternoon. 

LORI  FRANGELLA 

OLD  FACES 

Old  faces 

Return  like  new 

Until  you  make  conversation. 

You  hear  the  differences 

Coming  through 

The  lost  time  between  them  and  you. 


C.    MEADOR  DENTON 

NOR  ONE  SUMMER'S  SOU 

Why  is  there  no  warmth  this  summer 

So  bright  the  sun 

That  heated  air  sears  skin 

And  dry  west  winds  bake  soil 

But  the  mind  draws  away 

Withholds  deserved  joy 

Clinging  to  another  scene 

Of  bitter  winds 

Driving  icy  sleet  in  stinging  sheets 
Coating  drifts  of  snow  a  diamond  cold 
Of  turgid  clouds 
Pressing  in  upon  the  earth 
Roiling  without  relief 

Smothering  all  sound  save  the  wind's  roar 
And  the  relentless  rap  of  ice 
On  weathered  walls 

Chilling  the  heart  whose  labored  beat 
Can't  cleanse  the  mind 
Where  sight   and  sound  etch  deeper 
Day  by  howling  day 
Hot  to  be  erased 
By  one   spring,   one  chorus  of  birdsong 

One   season' s  blooms 
II  or,  by  one  summer' s  sun 


THUNDER  BLOSSOM 


The  pet ailed  lips  flare  back,    lush  red 
Protrudes  the  darker,   pistilled  tongue 
Bright  yellow  taste-buds,   mushroomed  round 
A  feathered  spear 
Thrust  to  a  screaming  heart 

.Jhat  winged  worker  could  resist 

What  bee-  what  butterfly 

Or  even  what  humming-bird 

Humming-Humming 

Would  not  be  drawn  in  awe,   as  I 

Transfixed 

Before  Hibiscus'   leap  to  catch  one   sun 

But  word  has  not  tone  enough 

Has  not    soul  enough 

Nor  joy   enough 

To  sound  that  blazing  comet's  chord 


BEYOED  DIFFERENCES 

Our  minds 
Like   our  hearts 
Writhe  as   smoke 
Seeking   to  know  each  other 
And  one  part   folds  to  hold 
While  the  other  twists  away 
Mounting  in  loops  and  whorls 
Thinning 

And  never  quite   finding 
The  peace  or  composure 
Of  a  smoothly  climbing  column 
But   occasionally 
One  small  wish- 
In  concert 


Oh,    dare  not  to  look 
Lest  all   else  pleasing,   pleasing 
Flee  forever,    chastened,    chastened 
Listen!      Listen! 


JMICE  LE  FEVERS 

THE  RACE 

I  \7ish  I   didn't  have  to  run... 
it  exhausts  me  so. 
But  if  I   slow  my  pace 
and  let   down  my  guard, 
You're  sure  to  win  the  race 
and  quickly  retard 
what's  left   of  my  spirit. 
So  I  must  continue, 
no  matter  how  much  it  hurts, 
knowing  that  all  I  am  depends 
on  reaching  the  finish  line  first. 
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JUDY  BELFIELD 

My  love  was  the  water   of  Lourdes 

gushing  its  eternal  hope  from  the   ground, 

but  now  is  still  — 

the  restlessness  gone 

and  the  hope  sucked  into  earth 

that  has  put   forth  buds  of  something  — 

I  don't  know  what  will  grow; 

only  that  I  had  a  part  in  the  germination. 
My  love  was  a  caterpillar  in  a  silken  cocoon 
existing  only  for  the  day 
when  wings  would  take  it  to  the  air. 
The  cocoon  burst   in  a  silent  explosion 

and  love  unwrapped  its  wings  — 
I  was  surprised  to  find  them  radiant  — 

sparkling  with  moisture  — 

and  trembling  to  fly. 
Their  brilliance  could  only  have  been  born  of  pain 

a  pain  that   satisfies  something, 

but  I  haven't  yet  discovered  what. 
My  love  was  the  first   starlight  of  each  night, 
wishing  on  itself 

every  time  it  twinkled  in  the  dark. 
It  has  not  burnt   out  of  the   sky, 

but  twitches  spastic ally 

and  glows  with  age. 

I  looked  for  you  in  dreams 

and  you  were  always  there 

because  I  made  sure  you  would  be. 
It   didn't  matter  then, 

that  it  wasn't  really  you. 

I  look  for  you  now  in  poetry 

and  am  surprised  to  find  you, 

but  then, 
you  were  there  all  the  time. 


COLEEM  EAERYCKI 
HO  ORCHARD 

Didn't  we  know  it  wasn't  an  orchard, 

that  what  we  thought  were  butterflies  were  moths 

attracted  by  the  sticky  pulsing  froths 

erupting  from  the  fruit  that  worms  had  tortured. 

Didn't  we  know?     Didn't  we  guess?     Not  we. 

Indian  summer,   Indiana  fields 

beguiled,  with  prophecies  of  endless  yields. 

Our  careless  plucking  stripped  the   single  tree. 

Presuming  inventories  still  in  store, 

we  suckled  apples  til  our  lips  were  sore. 

Dissatisfied,   I  looked  around  for  more... 

and  saw  the   sullen  browning  of  the  fall. 

Me  had  not  raced  with  time's  relentless  call 

so  why  was  I  surprised  that  one  was  all? 

u ***** 
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returned  to  sender 

detra  tempore  chromasoma 

bombay  galactic  antimatter 

cosmic  ambershamed  594881955 

universe  dimension  number s lumb er 

red  yellow  blue  green  orange  violet 

aleph  vlet  eon  air  ether  vitro 

willf lower  cloxy  remia  fluorfesca  edouina 

purple  sleep  street  mistake  moment 

falling  point  freezing  point 


addressed  unknown 

reborn  eternity  vessel 
stage  climax  fertilizer 
central  nervous  systemsymbol 
nanosecond  locus  sulture  culture 
clid  sham  lite  gilt  fame  pock  puck 
clop  dry  adnoid  mindmasser  e.t. 
timefree  metaphysical  macrame 
spaceme  schizophrenica  simulacra 
salty  triffid  blade  pentagram 


MY  DEAREST  ANGEL  FOOD: 


...delusional  reference  exciting  adventure  makes!  Oh  am  I 
currently  spending  several  pseudotime  units  in  Kermitworld, 
the  new  kiddie  space  paradox,  measuring  the  age  of  Paradise. 
escaping  my  astronomical  entbryological  reindeer  damn  dreams 
and  resurfacing  my  desk  as  an  ashtray  catapult. 

...the  ashen  eyes  of  act  six,  trip  in  transit  in  the  exit 
zone  only  dumb  memory  now,  tesseract  intellect  mesmeral  elf. 
jongle  onna  asteroid  surface,  headful  of  quartz,  atmosphere 
something  else,  sometimes  more  than  the  most  readily  ascerT 
tainable  quanta  of  times,  temporarily  arted  chromasomes  are 
his  if... the  crystal  ech  of  cracked  heads. 

...detra  tempora  chroma soma  leaned  out  of  the  empty  air  and 
gestured  luridly,  thinking,  "You  haven't  written  anything 
about  me  in  weak  moments  and  I  am  real  lonely!" 

"You  aren't  any  more  real  than  I  am  lonely," (I thought 
back  to  her  cheaply.)  She  rubbed  her  hand  on  her  stomach  as  if 
to  pantomime,  "I  ate  it  up." 

I'd  like  to  kiss  you  hungrily  and  leave  you  limp. 

Angel food,  it's  cosmic... 

It  is  now  past  seven  and  you  are  far,  already  famous  as 
an  Aprilfool,  and  I've  never  written  anything  fully  realism 
influenced,  but  I  am  fevered  with  enthusiasm  for  our  loves 
like  Echo  and  Pandora  with  a  box  of  words. 

Let's  be  immortal  for  awhile. 

"Our  lips  writhed  together  and  ceramic  sparks  flew  as 
our  teeth  clashed,  the  telephone  forgotten,  "I  wrote . 

The  trouble  with  infiltrating  a  youth  group  is  that  yer 
slang  will  clash  with  what  they  are  wearing,  my  extreme  good 
fortune  to  carnally  know  a  brand  name  information  eighteen! 

What  famous  nubile  fortunate  luck! 
materially  split-merged  memoranda  yousing  done  etched  white 
twin  savory  opiate  shifting  downscale  disembodied  sensuous 
also  internally  planetary  orbital  sequential  measured  times 
coincidental  tao  slight  material  now  central  nervous  system 
disruption  on  an  egocentric  curve  overs timulated  bysometric 
maneuvering  developing  pattern  lightform  orbitals  particals 
vertigo -center  trigger  set  acronym  parsecs  slid  axi  crudslur 

We  will  return  to  the  enthralled  conclusion  of, 
"Made  in  the  cancer-moon-electrician-buildings  cut-in-half" 

the  arrayed  device?  contemplate  gleams  of  tongue 

desperate  shame  the   ice  of  therapy  exists 

illi  no  is  inserted  .  iitscan  para  no  id 

all  them  workins...  connect  your  share... 

newsome.  gene,  combine. 

'tral'vous'tem 


ADRIANS  SAYLOR 


CREATURELOVE.  . .  .. 

You  remember  funny  things  sometimes 

my  love , 

things  like  my  sentimentality 

or  my  smile 

or  the  way  my  body  smells 

when  you  really  want  me. 

You  hold  the  treasures  of  my  tears 

and  the  memory  of  my  round  hips 

in  your  hands 

and  they  betray  your  anger 

when  we  argue  for  the  sake  of 

pride. 

None  of  this  is  trivial,  mind  you, 

nor  should  you  ever  stop  carrying  my 

mental  photograph  with  you  in  the  pocket  of 

your  heart. 

Just   remember  sometimes  that  when  I   am 

sleeping, 

it's  okay  with  me  if  you  join  in 

and  reunite  the  dream  you  were 

with  the  reality  you   are 


JANICE  LE  FEVERS 

SIGHED ,  SEALED. ...... 

Such  lovely  little  notes  they  are; 

the  ones  I  write  to  you; 

all  full   of  gossip 

I  thought  you'd  like  to  know 

abouo  friends 

and  happenings  around  town. 

I  take  great  pains 

writing  in  a  neat,   clear  manner 

hoping  you'll  have   no  trouble 

reading  the  light   banter. 

Fever  do  I  reveal, 

even  in  a  hint 

the  way  I  really  feel, 

unless  you  count  the  scent 

I  sprinkle  on  the  seal 

to  stir  your  imagination. 

Yes,  lovely  little  notes, 
written  to  help  bring  you  closer. 
Wonder  if  I'll  ever  take  them 
out  of  my  dossier  .  .  . 

and  send  them. 


LIL  LONGSHORE 

I  CAN'T  AFFORD  TO  REMEMBER 

I  can't   afford  to  remember 

What  was,   wasn't  really- 

but  what  was  it? 

It  was  hours  into  the  night  with  telephone 

lines  transferring  feelings  leaving  desire 

in  its  wake. 

It  was  loneliness  without  you  and  joy  at  the 

sight  of  you. 

It  was  hope  for  a  fulfillment  that  never 

came. 

It  was  everything  out  of  nothing  that 

was  almost  something. 

It  was  pain. 
It  was  dying  when  my  body  refused  to  give  up. 
It  was  heaven  that  turned  into  hell. 
It  was  loving  you;  but  I  couldn't  let  it 

remain. 

It  was  over. 

Remembering  you  is  too  much  like  kissing 

death. 

on  the  cheek. 
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NANCY  LOCKHART 


HALF-NELSON 


Can  we  hold  this  moment, 

You  and  I? 

Wrap  ourselves  around  this  time 

Like  hands  about  a  brandy  glass? 

Can  we  savor  the  essence  of  now 

Even  as  it  evaporates  before  our  eyes? 

My  love  for  you  is  a  dimpled  fist 

Clinging  to  yesterday's  circus  balloon. 

My  love  is  the  mayonaise  jar  house  of  the  firefly. 

My  love  is  the  pig  in  piggy  bank. 

My  love  is  a  photograph  smile... hold  it. 

My  love  is  the  fingers  that  pinch  the  butterfly 

Wing  to  wing. 

My  love  is  the  feline  tongue  in  a  milky  saucer. 

My  love  is  the  hand  that  reaches  into  the 

Black  silk  hat. . . 

But  what  are  the  magic  words? 


JANICE  LE  FEVERS 


BODY  LANGUAGE 


^:',;>i<>Jj^ 


C.  MEADOR  DENTON 

LET  THLS  CUP 

I  sit  waiting 

And  no  one  asks  what  for 

They  know 

The  answer  swims  in  eye  pools 

Restless  eyes  that  catch  me 

But  briefly 

Then  dart  away 

Too  many  really 

Perhaps  if  there  were  love  there 

But  then,  how  would  I  know 

Some  things  you  can't  even  read 

In  a  glance,  or  even  a  long  look 

Always  the  same  questions 

Mechanically  formed 

Lacking  that  touch  of  sincerity 

Or  true  concern 

And  the  same  statements 

Which  even  I,  longing  to  believe 

Can't  bring  myself  to  accept 

And  I  wish  they  would  go  away 

And  leave  me  to  my  central  thought 

If  only  there  were  one  friend  left 

One  true  friend 

To  whom  I  could  say 

I'm  waiting  and  I'm  afraid 


The  fantasies  I've  had  about  you 

could  never  be  told; 

For  the  picture  that  would  unfold 

would  be  of  a  mad-woman, 

wild  with  desire, 

her  insides  on  fire, 

with  every  nerve  straining 

to  keep  from  reaching  out  to  you. 

But  why  does  not  the  fierce  force 

of  my  tantalizing  thoughts 

reach  out  and  make  jrou  turn  around 

so  that  you  can  see 

that  no  other  could  ever  love  you 

as  much  as  me? 

Can  such  fervor  and  heat 

that's  sent  to  another 

go  recognized 

end  thus  smother? 


>£.,<><  ;;;a 


JENNIFER  MARIE 
BEAR  ME 

Dear  me. 

Alas! 
Goodness! 
Lordy  be. 
What   can  it  be? 

I  don't  know. 

Beats  me. 

Don't  ask. 
Do  you  know? 

Nope. 

Uh-uh. 

No. 
I  know! 

Sure,  yeah,  ah-huh,  sure  ya  do. 
""/hat? 

It's  a.. ..... 

ghost? 

spirit? 

emotion? 

X  iC  . 
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NMCY  LOCKHART 

Straightening  the  covers. 

Wiping  the  spills  and  crumbs. 

Brushing  against  the  brown  paper-bag  skin. 

Touching  the  hands  all  bone  and  vein 

And  yellow  nail. 

Avoiding  the  eyes, 

Radio  knob  eyes 

Waiting  to  be  shut   off. 

Listening  to  the  talking, 

Tired  loose  teeth  telling; 

Sucking  remnants  of  lunch. 

Black  lips  breaking  off  bits  of  the  past 

Like  a  fragmented  mirror  being 

Swept   from  the  floor. 

Jigsaw  snoozing. 

Smelling  the  dank,    sweet,   left-over 

Time  stench. 

Inhaling  urine,   flowers, 

The  boiled  sheet's  breath. 

Placing  a  reluctant  kiss  on  the  crusted  forehead, 

Perhaps 

For  the   final  time. 


JANICE  LE  FEVERS 
THE  LEPER 


TOM  DITSCi 


A  DAY  IN  THE  LIFE  OF  A  SAD  MAN 


The  shadows  are  growing, 

and  it's  fast  becoming  darker 

in  this  room 

where  I  sit  and  watch 

all  my  jresterdays  become 

as  insignificant 

as  if  I  had  died  in  infancy. 

Not  knowing  what  they  had  done, 

their  pointing  fingers 

pierced  my  self-image 

widening  the  gap 

between  who  I  am 

and  who  I  thought  I  was. 

The  many  years  spent 

trying  to  bring  :Tme'T  to  "myself" 

have  been  wasted 

and  all  for  the  lack  of  a  human  touch. 


Laying  in  the  night, 
crying. 

Walking  through  the  day, 
searching. 

Coming  home  at  night, 
trying. 

The  parrot  in  the  cage, 
perching. 

Looking  at  the  world, 
hating. 

Feeling  all  the  pain, 
hurting. 


**>,«!esfc 


Sitting  in  the  dark, 
t hi nking. 


Seeing  in  your  life, 
nothing. 


PAT  MULDER 


**  ** 


WITH  APOLOGIES  TO  RUDY  YATI.EE,   WHO 
LIVED  IN  ANOTHER  TIME 

My  time  /is  your  time 

is  his  time  /  is  their  time 

is  her  time  /  is   out   of  control 

out   of  time  /  out   of  step 

flies  /  fugits  /  tells 

comes   near  /  goes  by 

My  oh  my  /     time. 


;,.   ,-;;;>|;^; 
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JUDY  BELFIELD 
WHEN  I   SEE  WORDS  ESCAPE  MS"  FBJGEBS 

When  I   see  words  escape  my  fingers 

and  fill  a  page, 
I  wonder  how  thoughts  "become  words; 
how  words  — 

mere  squiggles  — 
convey  a  thought, 
or  if  the  thought 

is  felt  the  same  in  other  heads 
as  it  was  in  mine  before  I  let   it   out . 

The  empty  paper  doesn't  care  what  I  say 

or  how  often  I  repeat 

or  whether  my  words  are  accompanied  by  smiles  or  tears. 
I  can  re-phrase  a  thousand  times 

and  it  never  looks  away 

or  fails  to  record  each  fickle  rethinking. 
Paper  is  a  looking  glass 

that   sometimes  shows  my  soul 

when  a  finger  slips 

and  drops  a  telltale  word  or  two, 

but  never  scolds  when  I  choose  to  scribble  lies   .    .    . 
Because  paper  never  talks  back  — 

or  does  it? 


-.--•A--  ** 


TOM  DITSCH 


KADONKA  BEILLY 


A  WEIGHTY  SOMES 


EVENING 


A  chubby  man  is  not  a  sinful  wretch, 

A  burden  to  society  or  God, 

It  simply  means  his  skin  has  extra  stretch, 

In  sinking  ships  he's   first  to  get  the  nod. 


The  sunlight   slowly  grows  dim, 
darkness   settles  over  the  earth. 
Like  the  warm,   soft  blanket 
I  use  to  cover  my  life. 


Is  fat  a  moral  qualitsr  of  man, 

A  measure  when  hms  soul's  put  to  the  test? 

So  what   if  oft1  mistaken  for  a  van, 

And  object  of  the  corny  joke  or  jest? 


There    is  never  enough  time 
left   over  to  be  me. 
All   of  me  I  give  to  my 
children,  and  a  man. 


The  day  tornadoes  blow  will  be  their  day, 
The  fat  man  with  his  body  anchored  flat, 
As  disco-dancers,    screaming,   blow  away, 
A  cry  is  heard  from  them:    v'0h  Lord,    for  fat  I" 

So,    fat  man  don't   dispose  of  all  your  heft, 
When  times  get  hard  it  may  be  all  that's  left. 


Slowly  the  day  surrenders 
to  the  night. 
I,   too,   surrender  myself, 
to  the  darkness. 

I  can't   remember  when 
I  began  to  grow  dim. 
It   seems  it  must  have  been 
a  long  time  ago. 


**** 


JANICE  LE  FEVERS 


FPJJSTRATI'OK 


I  wish  I  could  find  the  end  of  the  thread 

so  that  I  can  unwind. . . 

but  the  multicolored  filament 

obscures  it  from  me. 

Once,  after  picking  and  prodding, 

I  thought  I  had  found  a  beginning, 

and,  in  fact,  I  began  to  unravel; 

but  it  was  just  a  teaser 

that  ended  abruptly 

leaving  me  holding  both  ends. 


***** 
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NANCY  LOCKH'RP 

A  VISIT  TO  THE  PLACEMENT   OFFICE 

My  card,   madam,    I  said, 

And  as  she  read  I  saw  her  eyes  say 

DCK  *  TCiLLUSTE '  LLC  ALLYOU. 

Poetry  by  the  ounce  and  by  the  season. 

I  don't  get   it,   she  said. 

I  told  her  I  understood  and  not  to  worry. 

She  wanted  to  see  nry  resume, 

Examine  my  credentials, 

Know  where  I  went  to  school. 

And  wouldn't  I  perhaps  like  office  work. 

An  opening  for  a  clerk  in  the  credit  bureau. 

I'm  a  poet,    I  said, 

As  she  led  me  to  the  door  and  gave  me  back 

15y  card. 

JANICE  LE  ELVERS 

I  know  this  little  old  lady 
that  really  gives  me  a  pain. 
She  follows  me  all  over 
kicking  me  with  her  cane. 

"Go  away,   old  woman. 
Leave  me  alone," 
I  yell  to  her  hoping 
she'll  go  back  home. 

She  enjoys  riding  me, 
that   self-appointed  sage, 
always  chiding  me  with  her 
;'Act  your  age.'' 

I've  tried  to  lose  her  by  running, 
hoping  that  she  can't  keep  up  the  pace; 
but   just  when  I  think  she's  gone, 
I  turn  to  see  her  old  wrinkled  face. 

I  guess  it's  useless  trying  to  keep  her  away, 
for  sooner  or  later,    she'll  catch  up  to  stay 
when  I  no  longer  try  to  hide 

the  little   old  lady  who  lives  inside 

of  me. 


COLEEN  EABRYCKI 

TEN-FOUR,   DOCTOR? 

Central  control  is  out... is  out  of  sync, 

allowing  static  interference  calls 

recorded  in  my  brain's  unconscious  halls 

to  jam  the  signal  that  I  think  I  think. 

13y  idle  eye   can  shift  but   cannot  "blink 

and  checkers  patterns   on  uncheckered  walls. 

lily  speech  won't   speak;   my  motor  muscle   stalls  - 

A  cable's  snapped  within  the  relay  link. 

White  clothed  technician,   you  who  knows  not  prayer, 

admit  this   set  is  broken  and  beyond  repair 

nor  worth  your  heavy  wage  to  splice  it  there. 

A  newer  model's  out,   so  kindly  throw 

away  this  dated  marvel.     You  should  know 

that   Cod  planned  obsolescence. ..long  ago. 
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GOLEEK  EABHYCKI 

SMCTUAHT 

Fear  is  the  parish.*. 

this  house  the  church. 

A  husband 

drifts  out   of  scraggly  wisps 

of  evening  dusk 

from  the  battlefields 

of  options  over,   middle-aged, 

no  promotion, 

no  Lionnel  train  under  the  tree 

reality.. . 

into  sanctuary... 
where  the  high  white  priestess 
banishes  awhile 
his  wrinkled  fear  of  age. 
Within  her  apse  of  sno?j -white  lege  - 
reaffirmation  of  the  man. 

A   son 

runs  tearful  from  the  playground. 

Too  young  to  know 

percentages  and  probabilities, 

he  trusts  that  here 

the  dark  and  fire  and  boogey-man 

can't  come. 

The  high  white  priestess  never  lies. 

A   neoned  daughter 

flees  the  ever-older  days  at  school... 

to  sanctuary. . . 
where  her  chaotic  growth 

is  blindly  solaced  by  a  fleeting  foreglimpse 
of  her  ordination 
as  the  high  white  priestess 
in  a  future  church. 

And  here  the  whited  parents 
come  like  gods, 

forgiving  themselves  their  sins, 
to  take  communion  from  this  cup 
of  continuity. 

This  is  the  church 

from  which  the  high  white  priestess 

kisses  them  daily 

into  the  parish  of  fear 

while  she  alone... 

perishes. . . 

in  sanctuary. 

>,i  >,<  >,<  >fc  >p 

DEBBIE  GIBSON 

A   VALIANT  VESBER 

The  reeds'-  blades  of  grass  part  knowingly 

As  the  black  stallion  stomps  their  prepared  path. 

Nostrils  flaring  and  eyes  flashing  wildly, 

He  surveys  the  field  with  an  air  of  wrath. 

He  stands  on  a  hillock,  a  sable  prince. 

The  sunset  blaze  inflames  his  windblown  mane. 

He  paws  proudly,  branding  his  ordinance. 

He  neighs,  but  his  call  echoes  back  in  vain. 

His  ebony  body  glistens  with  sweat 

As  he  lunges  over  the  green  meadow. 

He  searches  for  a  love  he  has  once  met, 

But  encounters  none  but  his  own  shadow. 

Twilighte  Spirit,  grandson  of  Midnight  Sun, 

Circles  his  pasture,  vexed  by  deeds  undone. 

***** 


C.IMEABOR  BENTON 


TO  HELL  ON  A   LARK  HOBSB 


Helen  Barton  Malloy  was  content. 
She  was  thinking  how  wonderful  things  had 
been  the  past  two  years.   She  still 
couldn't  think  of  herself  as  just  Helen 
Malloy.  She  had  been  xlelen  Barton  too 
long.  And  then  there  was  Helen  Barton 
Creations,  the  highly  successful  fashion 
enterprise  of  which  she  was  president  and 
principal  stockholder.   She  felt  relaxed 
as  the  cool  mountain  air  began  to  whip 
wisps  of  brown  hair  about  her  face. 
Harry  had  turned  off  the  air  conditioner 
and  lowered  the  two  front  windows 
slightly. 

She  glanced  over  at  him.  He  was 
darkly  handsome  with  strong  features, 
black  hair  and  a  deeply  tanned  solid 
youthful  body.   She  winced,  involuntarily, 
to  think  how  young  he  was.  But  that 
wasn't  what  attracted  her.  She  loved  him 
as  the  kind,  considerate  and  loving  man 
who  seemed  obsessed  with  making  her 
happy.  Helen  Barton  might  have  been  a 
middle-aged  woman  but  Helen  Halloy  felt 
like  a  young  girl.  And  that  was  Harry's 
doing.  Oh,  she  knew  she  was  still  a 
handsome  woman.  Her  figure  was  much  the 
same  as  when  she  had  modeled.   She  could 
still  wear  the  same  size  dresses.  Before 
Harry,  she  had  worried  about  the 
pronounced  sag  in  her  breasts.  But  no 
more.  Harry  loved  her  breasts.  He  said 
they  blotted  out  the  business  executive 
about  her  and  made  her  into  a  submissive 
caring  woman. 

And  she  did  care.  About  Harry. 
There  had  been  other  men  in  her  life  and 
some  tender  moments.  But  she  had  not 
felt  fulfilled  until  she  met,  and  married 
Harry.  The  raised  eyebrows  at  their 
marriage  meant  nothing.  If  he  had  been 
twenty  years  younger  than  she,  rather 
than  only  twelve,  it  would  have  made  no 
difference.   She  remembered  the  first 
time  they  had  met.  Harry  wps  a  buyer 
for  a  large  Midwest  store  whose  account 
she  wanted.  They  met  for  a  business 
luncheon.  But  no  word  of  business 
passed  between  them.   She  did  not  return 
to  her  office  that  afternoon  nor  the 
next  day.  For  the  first  time  since  she 
had  started  her  business  it  became  a 
secondary  matter  for  her.  Two  weeks  ' 
later  they  were  married.  How  could  she 
explain  it  except  to  say  that  he  made 
her  feel  needed  as  a  woman,  for  herself 
and  not  as  a  money  machine. 

How  here  she  wes  riding  with  Harry. 
To  the  surprise  he  had  planned  for  her, 
a  cabin  in  the  mountains.  Almost  a  year 
ago  she  had  given  Harry  a  gold  bracelet 
for  his  birthday  engraved  witn  the 
words,  You  Light  Up  My  Life.  This  was 
a  reference  to  that  first  luncheon 
meeting.  They  both  remembered  that 
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somewhere   in  the  background  that  day  they 
could  hear  this   song  being  sung  by  the 
Boone  girl,      itfith  the  bracelet   she  had 
enclosed  a  check  for    ,250,000  so  Harry 
wouldn't  have  to   feel  uncomfortable  about 
her  having  all  the  big  money.     But  dear 
generous  Harry  had  spent   it  all   for  her 
on  a  place  in  the  mountains  where  they 
could  relax  and  be  alone  together.     Now 
they  were  going  to  have  two  full  weeks  of 
it. 

She  sensed  they  were  now  climbing 
steeply  into  the  mountains.     Looking  to 
the   right   she  saw  a  small  lake  fall  away 
and  merge  into  rocky  cliffs.     To  her 
left  giant  evergreens  marched  over  ridges 
and  eventually  hid  in  dense  undergrowth. 
As  the   road  wound  upward  she  could  see 
that  a  narrow  meadow  meandered  above  the 
lake  along  the  base  of  some  hills.      She 
said,    "It's  beautiful  here,  Harry, ;'  but 
there  was  no  response.     She  thought  Harry 
must  be  preoccupied  with  driving  on  the 
steep  narrow  roadway. 

In  a  short  while  they  made  a  turn 
and  there  above  them  stood  Harry's  cabin. 
The  late  sun  was  glancing  off  broad 
expanses  of  glass  work  across  its  front. 
It  was  built  in  Swiss  Chalet   fashion,   on 
two  levels,  but  was  not  white.     The 
exterior  woodwork  was  finished  in  soft 
earth  tones.      On  the  upper  level  only,   a 
wide  deck  extended  across  the  front.     The 
railing  around  this  deck  seemed  to  extend 
across  onto  a  cliff  ledge  where   it 
continued  around  as  though  protecting  a 
path  or  walkway.     To  the  left  rear  of  the 
house,  on  what  appeared  to  be  an 
artificially  leveled  area,   stood  the 
stables.     A  single  black  horse  was 
standing  in  a  small  fenced  area  adjacent 
to  the  stable,  his  head  held  high  and 
short  ears  pointed  forward,   alert. 
Somewhere  in  the  background,   as  Harry 
pulled  into  the  yard  and  cut  his  engine, 
Helen  could  hear  the  low  drum  of  a 
gasoline  generator.     The  smell  of  wood 
smoke  was  in  the  air  and  she  could  see 
smoke  curling  from  the  chimney  and 
filtering  off  through  the  tops  of  large 
fir  trees.     She  stepped  out   of  the  car 
and  turned  to  catch  the  view  from  the 
front,   but  the  still-bright   setting  sun 
blocked  her  vision.      She  reminded  herself 
to  look  at  that  view  in  the  morning  for 
it  must  be  awe-inspiring. 

Harry  led  her  to  the  front   door, 
picked  her  up  lightly  and  carried  her 
across  the  threshold.     She  felt   just 
married  again. 

That  night  they  walked  back  to  the 
lake  and  sat  and  listened  to  the  night 
sounds  and  watched  the  moonlight   play 
across  the  lake's  surface.     Later  they 
had   sandwiches  before  the  fire  with  a 
bottle  of  dry  white  wine.     Harry  then 
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brought  down  blankets,  took  pillows  from 
the  couch  and  placed  these  on  the  thick 
rug  in  front  of  the  fireplace.  Without 
talking  they  slipped  out  of  their  clothes 
and  under  the  blankets  and  held  each  other 
far  into  the  night.   She  smiled  to  herself 
thinking,  Harry  really  does  like  my 
sagging  breasts. 

Helen  awakened  next  morning  in  an 
upstairs  bedroom.  Harry  was  already  up. 
She  could  smell  coffee  brewing.   She 
walked  to  the  front  of  the  house,  pulled 
back  the  drapes  and  looked  out  on  a 
breathtaking  view  and  a  beautiful  day. 
She  showered  quickly  and  ran  down  to 
breakfast.  Harry  was  good  with  eggs  and 
bacon  and  she  ate  hungrily.  She  asked 
Harry  if  they  could  ride  this  morning. 
But  he  said  no.  They  would  wait  until 
about  3  o'clock.  The  trails  here  were 
most  spectacular  in  late  afternoon.  She 
was  disappointed  but  resigned  herself  to 
wait  and  walked  out  to  the  stables.  She 
saw  there  were  three  horses;  two  roans  and 
the  black  she  had  seen  as  they  drove  up. 
The  black  whickered  and  trotted  to  the 
fence.  As  she  reached  up  to  him  he  threw 
back  his  head  and  with  tail  up  bounded  up 
to  the  rear  of  the  corral  on  stiff  legs. 
They  were  all  beautiful  animals  but  the 
black  had  character  and  strength.  She 
thought  of  Harry  as  he  had  held  her  last 

night. 

That  afternoon  she  was  pleased  to 
find  that  Harry  had  saddled  the  black 
horse  for  her  and  he  took  one  of  the 
roans.  They  rode  for  nearly  an  hour 
through  some  of  the  most  pleasing  and 
dangerously  beautiful  country  she  had 
ever  seen.  Harry  had  done  well  in 
finding  this  location.  Most  of  the  time 
Harry  led  the  way.  When  the  trail  was 
wide  enough  they  rode  side  by  side 
sometimes  holding  hands  and  leaning 
toward  each  other  occasionally  brushing 
lips.  Then  at  the  next  narrow  passage 
Harry  dropped  back  and  let  Helen  lead 
through.  As  the  path  widened  he  trotted 
forward  and  as  he  drew  up  behind  Helen 
he  yelled,  "Let's  race!"  and  gave  the 
black  a  sharp  rap  with  his  reins. 

Helen  was  nearly  unseated  at  the 
first  bound  but  managed  to  hang  on.  The 
horse  was  gaining  speed  with  each  power- 
ful stride.  As  soon  as  she  regained  some 
composure  she  pulled  back  hard  on  the 
reins  to  slow  the  animal.  There  was  no 
response.  For  the  first  time  that 
afternoon  she  realized  that  she  was 
riding  without  a  bit   Her  reins  were 
hooked  only  to  a  hackamore.  The  path 
ahesd  turned  sharply  to  the  Rest.  The 
horse  hunkered  around  without  slowing 
and  turned  directly  into  blinding 
sunlight.  Helen's  eyes  <*°*e? 
automatically.   She  knew  the  horse  a 
eyes  did  also.  Then  she  was  conscious 
of  falling,  falling,  falling. 
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She  became  aware  that  she  was  lying 
on  the  ground.      Both  legs  were  twisted 
under  her.      But  she  felt  no  pain.      She 
opened  her  eyes.     The  scene  around  her 
was  going  in  and  out  of  focus.      Someone 
was  standing  over  her.     It  was  Harry. 
She   experienced  a  sense  of  relief  and 
then  she  saw  he  had  raised  a  large  "  ':;". 
boulder  in  both  hands  and  was  bringing  it 
down  into  her  face.      She  tried  to  scream 
but  produced  no  sound. 

Harry  was  speaking   to  her. 

"To  your  right  there   is  the  lake. 
It  isn't  very  large  but    is  nice  for 
canoeing.     Has  fish  in  it  too.     And  you 
see  that  meadow  above  it?     There  are 
some   dandy  places  there   for  picnics." 

Helen  shook  her  head  to  clear   it. 
Those  places  looked  familiar  to  her  but 
she  didn't  know  why.      She  looked  at  the 
trees  by  the  roadway.      She  must  have 
been  here  beforel     But  that  was   : 
impossible! 

Harry  was  saying,    "And  here's  the 
cabin." 

It  was  indeed.      It   looked   just   the 
way  she  expected  it  to.      Sunlight  was 
glinting  on  the  windows.     The  railing 
around  the  upper   deck  ran  right  off  into 
the  cliffside.      She  could  smell  wood 
smoke ! 

She  turned  slowly  and  looked  toward 
the  stables.     There  was  a  single  black 
horse  there  with  his  head  held  high. 

She   could  hear  the  scream  this  time. 
It  came  from  deep  within  her  with  such 
force  as  to  tear  the  heart   from  her  body. 

A  small  group  of  people  was  standing 
in  the  hallway  looking  into  one   of  the 
side  rooms. 

" Why  is  her  door  left   open,   Doctor?" 

"She's  totally  harmless  and  quite 
predictable." 

"How  do  you  mean?" 

T*Well,   you  see  her  writing  now?     She 
writes  the  same  story  over  and  over. 
Each  time  she  starts  out  luriting  rapidly 
acd  slows  as  she  proceeds  to  the  end. 
Sometimes  she  takes  a  week  to  write  the 
final  line.     But  as  soon  as  she  writes 
the  last  word  she  begins  screaming.     He 
give  her  a  shot  and  she   sleeps  for  a  day 
or  so,  then  begins  writing  all  over  . 

again." 

rrWhat  does  she  write  about?" 

"Always  the  same.     Almost  word  for 
word.     It  ends  with  her  being  thrown  from 
a  black  horse  which  then  rears  over  her 
with  slashing  hoofs  to   rip  away  her 
breasts,   then  smashes  her  face.     She 
titles  it,  quite  sanely  I  think,   To  Hell 
On  A  Dark  Horse.     But  you  know  the  really 
strange  part.     A  year  or  so  before  she 
was  transferred  here  from  a  state 
institution,  my  wife  and  I  bought  a  place 
in  the  mountains.     We  enjoyed  vacations 
there  very  much.     As  soon  as  I  read  her 
story  the  first  time,   I  had  the  strongest 
sense  that  she  was  writing  about   our 

(con't. ) 
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place.     My  first  inclination  was  to  have  "Well,  what  of  the  injuries? 

the  title  searched  to  see  if  there  had         Wouldn't  there  he  evidence  of  severe 
been  a  prior  owner  named  Harry  Mallpy.  injury  such  as   she  describes?" 

You  see,   I  had  purchased  from  a  Real  "Yes,   she  was  examined  and  xrayed  on 

Estate  Trust  through  an  agent,   with  a  arrival.     Sometime  in  the  past  she 

title  buarantee,    so  I  didn't  know  any  sustained  a  broken  leg.     Nothing  more." 

previous  owners.     But  then  I   decided  I  -Then  it's  only  in  her  mind?" 

wouldn't  want  to  know  if  it  were  true."  "I  would  be  certain  of  it  except   for 

'But  surely,  Doctor,  you  know  who  one  thing.  The  instructions  from  the 
she  is.  After  all,  only  the  wealthy  can  Swiss  bank  direct  that  on  her  death  a 
be  kept  in  this  place."  stone  with  no  inscription  be  placed  on 

'No,   we  don't  know.     Ill  arrangements,    her  grave  bearing  only  the  likeness  of 
•were  made  by  an  agent  of  a  ©ftiss  bank."  the  head  of  a  black  horse." 

"Doctor I     You  wouldn't?" 
"No.     She  will  be  buried  as  we  have 
come  to  know  her.     Helena  Blackhors." 

C.   MEADOR  DENTON 

AT  ONCE,   ONE  AHD  SEVERAL 

In  my  garden 

I  turned  a  spade  of  earth 
And  felt  as  one  with  countless  men 
My  father  turned  such  dirt 
In  the  Depression 
And  wept  at  the  futility 
Yet  continued 

Less  than  one  hundred  fifty  years  earlier 
Washington  let  similar  loam 
Sprinkle  through  his  hands 
And  was  gladdened 
The  selfsame  dirt 
hich  generations  of  harried  redmen 
Had  spread  for  corn  and  squash 

And  Hannibal  opened  the  earth  to  stake  elephants 
Only  two  hundred  years  before  fearful  men 
Embedded  a  cross 
In  the  rocky  surface  of  Calvary 
But  a  thousand  years  before  that 
The  iron  plough  had  sliced  through  Eastern  soil 
And  farming  had  thrived  five  times  as  long 
While  on  my  spade  an  earthworm  moved 
To  cultivate  as  his  ancestors  had 
Five 
Hundred 
Million 
Years  ago 

And  my  mind  had  no  track  to  see  that  far 
So  I  turned  another  spade  of  earth 
In  my  garden 
Suddenly  alone. 
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ADRIANE  SAYLOR 


LEGENDS 


Do  unto  legends. . . . 

They  have  lost  their  silver  halos, 

these  ladies  and  genteel  men  of  our 

fantasies. 

They  tried  to  keep  us  smiling  through 

hard  hours  when  the  world  was  too  big 

to  be  held  in  our  tiny  hands, 

and  all  mirrors  betrayed  our  true 

perceptions  of  ourselves. 

They  could  not  have  known  the  joy-filled 

moments  they  brought  to  us 

in  the  darkened  rooms  of  childhood, 

or  that   sometimes  they  shaped  the  men  and 

women  we  were  to  become. 

Now,    it   is  time  to  bury  them, 

as  one  by  one  they  ride  their  horses  and   stride 

with  mile-high  boots  into  the  dusty  sunset 

of  time; 

I  ask  as  one  who  well  remembers  the  bittersweet 

anguish  of  discovery  with  chagrin  and  unease, 

do  unto  them  kindly  as  you  lay  them  down, 

handle  them  more  than  once  in  memory 

like  old  China 

and  let  them  not  die  in  the  youthful  hurry 

of  the  world  as  in  its  mad  panic 

it  rushes  on 


B.  A.  HAWKINS 
NICK 

Picture  a  man 

with  his  heart 
in  his  hand 

and  the  truth  on  the  tip 
of  his  tongue. 

With  his  love 

on  the  wings 
of  a  bird  as   she  sings 

he  soars  to  the  heights 
of  a  cloud. 

Seeing  it   reel 

that  mind  made  of  steel 
as  it   carves 

ray  mahogany  heart. 

A  place  I'll  be  free 
to  do  and  to  be 

anything  that 

my   soul  really  wants. 


***» 


PAT  HOLDER 


MOVING  EN 


NO  FLEAS,   PLEASE 

The  sly  little  flea 

darts  from  ear  to  nose, 

harassing,   nipping  toes, 

playing   jumprope  on 

my  nose, 

sucking  the  blood 

of  me,  and  he,  and  thee. 

Thus  it  is  with  pests 

who  attach  themselves 

or  take  up  residence 

on  a  host  creature 

that  can  only  support 

so  many 

pesty  fleas 

before  the  little  devils 

drive  him 

mad  - 

stark,  scratching  mad! 


The  howl  of  the  train 
races  through  midnight 
towards  a  new  dawn. 
Mentally  answering  the  call, 
I  leave  behind 
an  empty  shell 
as  a  reminder 
that  I  once  was. 

The  shell  seems  to  suffice. 

No  questions  are  raised 

by  those  who  examine  my  quiet  form. 

They  seem  satisfied. 

Laughing,  I  move  on 

to  a  place 

where  a  shell 

is  not  required  as  a  condition 

of  existence  - 

a  world  where  others 

can  accept  the  decision 

made  by  one 

who  must  follow  the  call 

of  the  midnight  piper. 
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The  abortion  clinic  sewered  itself 
behind  the  anonymity  of  Chicago's 
Michigan  Avenue  office  high  rises. 
Vertical  and  horizontal  miles  of  blank 
windows  behind  which  all  of  life  was 
traded  on  the  marketplace  or  shuffled  in 
leather  portfolios  with  stamped  gold 
initials.  The  Population  Control  Clinic 
was  no  different  than  any  other  business 
operating  in  the  area.  Except  it  dealt 
in  the  legalized  destruction  of  human 
fetuses  at  the  whim,  fancy,  or  need  of 
the  public.  Yes,  it  wes  privately  owned 
and  operated  and  could  make  a  profit. 
Yes,  it  could  be  called  a  public  service. 

The  middle-aged  couple  walked  down 
the  unfamiliar  streets,  glancing  at 
street  signs  and  building  numbers  until 
they  came  to  the  right  number  on  Michigan 
Avenue.  They  left  the  bright  sunlight 
and  entered  the  office  building  foyer. 
A  listing  of  the  building  occupants 

left  no  doubt the  medical  complexes 

were -numerous,  but  there  was  only  one 
deigning  to  call  itself  a  Population 
Control  Center.  The  couple  exchanged  a 
troubled  look  and  he  pressed  the 
elevator  button. 

It  had  been  several  weeks  since  the 
realization  of  another  pregnancy  brought 
its  stages  of  shock,  doubt,  indecision 
and  despair.  Ten  years  had  passed;  the 
IUD  had  been  a  trusted  convenience  in 
their  relationship.  A  few  problems  now 
and  then,  but  no  more  babies  after  the 
sixth  one.  NOW  all  of  a  sudden,  the 
whole  process  was  going  to  begin  again. 
There  were  still  five  kids  to  raise, 
the  endless  battle  with  keeping  ahead  of 
the  game  of  life,  the  mid-life  tremors 
and  earthquakes  of  time  and  tide.  And 
the  complication  of  a  missing  IUD,  pain, 
a  threatened  miscarriage  and  no  medical 
agreement  on  the  course  to  follow. 

After  a  thorough  examination  and 
review  of  the  totally  unfamiliar  physical 
problems,  the  second  of  two  doctors  had 
advised  an  abortion.  He  had  sat  back 
in  his  chair,  folded  his  hands  behind 
his  head,  and  rather  calmly  advised  the 
mother  of  six  babies  to  get  an  abortion. 
.411  the  symptoms  pointed  to  trouble, 
more  for  the  health  of  her  than  for  the 
unborn  child.  He  mentioned  infections, 
blood  poisoning,  complications,  etc. 
The  fetus  would  go  ahead  and  develop  at 
her  expense;  that's  the  way  Nature  works. 
Think  of  the  family  you  already  have, 
your  responsibility  to  them.  Take  your 
choice... wait  it  out  or  get  an  abortion, 
but  the  decision  must  be  made  soon.  The 
first  trimester  was  almost  over.  No, 
he  couldn't  do  anything  because  of  the 
hospital  (Catholic),  but  he  could  give 
her  the  name  of  several  places  in 
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Chicago,     \7hen  it  was  all  over,  he  would 
be   willing  to  perform  major  surgery  to 
prevent   any   future  pregnancies,        :-    :'. 
especially  at  her  age.     Birth  defects, 
you  knot?. 

The  couple  discussed  the 
gynecologist's  advice.     There  was  no  help 
over  the  telephone  from  the  clinics. 
Just  the  bare  facts,  ma'am.     Cash  in 
hand  {.',,..200  )  and  a  sanitary  napkin  were  ■ 
all  that  was  required  of  the   patient. 
This  was  what   it  would  take  to  destroy 
something  one  had  always  associated  with 
love,   joy,   excitement,    family?     No 
medical  records  were  needed,    no  referrals, 
just  cash  and   someone  to  assist  the 
patient   in  getting  home  if  needed.     Very 
simple.     Very  concise.     Very  clear. 
Local  anesthetics  were  used.     The 
emotions  and  thought  processes  would  be 
left  unsedated. 

Having  told  the  children  nothing 
about  the  pregnancy  or  problems,    the 
couple  drove  to  Chicago  one  day, 
ostensibly  to  buy  a  much  needed  deep 

freeze.     A  rather  macabre   comparison 

a  deep  freeze  to  store  perishables  in 
and  an  abortion  to  destroy  perishables. 
The  wife  spoke  of  the  coldness  of  her 
thoughts  and  feeling  even  as  the  sun's 
solar  heat  warmed  the  car  enough  to  open 
a  window.     Confusion  and  fear  were 
evident  on  her  face.     Trouble  with  being 
pregnant  was   alien  to  her;  health  and 
vitality  and  optimism  had  been  her 
companions  in  yearlier  years.      She 
searched  her  husband's   face   for  some  sort 
of  comfort;   a  word  of  hope  or  a  touch 
would  have   sent  her  home  to  wait   out 
whatever  would  happen.     Tnere  was  no 
communication  from  him,   wordless  or 
otherwise. 

The   elevator  stopped  smoothly.     The 
couple  could  have  been  any  couple,    going 
anyplace  in  the  huge  building.      They 
didn't  look  like  patients  of  an  abortion 
clinic.     The  mechanics  of  a  jerky 
elevator  ride   could  not   be  blamed  for  the 
hesitant  steps  as   they  left  the  cubicle. 
Their  faces   did  not  mirror  a  joyful 
occasion,   c.  pleasant  day  in  the  city,    a 
conference  with  a  business  associate. 

They  went  into  the  office, 
registered  and  paid  the   fee.       fas  there 
someone   she  could  talk  to,    the  woman 
asked?     Is  the    doctor  available  to  answer 
some  questions.      She  wasn't   sure.... she 
needed  to  talk  to   someone.      Was  she  too 
far  along?     What  about  the  complications 
already  evident?      She  wes  told  to  sit   in 
the  waiting  room;   there   was  a  lot   of 
literature  that  might  answer   some  of  her 
questions.      The  methods  used  at   the  clinic 
were   described  in  detail. 

The  couple  picked  out    several 
booklets  and  began  to  look  through  them. 
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Along  with,  the  usual  explanations  of 
conception  were  the  charts  showing  the 
development  of  the  fetus.  They  silently 
looked  at  the  pictures  of  the  fetus' 
development  from  conception  to  full  term. 
The  description  of  fingernails,  the 
pictures  of  tiny  hands  and  feet,  the 
stages  of  brain  development,  nervous 
system  all  indicated  an  intricate  process 
designed  for  one  purpose;  the  birth  of 
another  human  being.  Then  the  pages 
describing  the  methods  of  eliminating 
that  future  life.  The  suction  methods... 
the  saline  injection. . .the  woman  shuddered 
and  closed  the  booklet. 

She  well  knew  stages  of  pregnancy. 
There  had  never  been  problems  before, 
just  an  inner  trust  that  Nature  was  doing 
her  thing  and  you  cooperated  with  her  and 
the  Almighty  in  nurturing  the  new  life. 
The  changes  each  month  were  easy  to  adapt 
to  and  knowingly  accepted.  This  time  it 
was  different.  Pain,  at  times 
excruciating  when  getting  up  or  down.;. 
swelling  as  the  day  progressed,  subsiding 
before  morning.  Hot  flashes  accompanied 
by  chills;  dizziness  that  gave  no  warning. 
Something  was  definitely  not  right. 

The  woman  watched  as  the  patrons  of 
the  Population  Control  Center  came  and 
went.  A  young  Spanish  couple  huddled 
together.  He  read  a  comic  book  as  she 
leafed  through  magazines  on  the  nearby 
table.   One  man  sat  smoking  a  cigarette, 
staring  at  nothing  in  particular.  Several 
young  women,  white  and  black,  looking 
like  out-of-place  children,  sat  or  read 
or  smoked  cigarettes  or  walked  to  the 
water  fountain.  There  was  little 
communication  except  with  the  woman  at 
the  reception  desk  or  the  voice  of  the 
nurse  calling  the  next  patients. 

The  woman  heard  her  name  called.  She 
looked  again  at  her  husband,  wanting  to 
hear  something  comforting,  admonishing  or 
encouraging  ceme  from  his  lips.  Again, 
nothing.  She  followed  the  nurse  into  the 
,;sall  waiting  room.  There  were  small 
cubicles  adjoining  it;  curtained  doorways 
exposed  the  familiar  examining  tables  as 
patients  moved  in  and  out.   She  found  it 
difficult  to  sit  with  the  young  women. 

Difficult  not  to  scream  at  them  as 
they  sat  with  the  brown  paper  bags 
resting  1$.   their  laps  or  on  the  floor 
beside  them.  She  looked  at  the  young 
faces  and  wondered  what  circumstances 
brought  them  here.  VJas  it  just  youth 
and  the  inconvenience  of  being  pregnant? 
-fere  they,  too,  facing  a  health  problem 
that  ordinary  medical  care  couldn't, 
within  the  law,  provide  help  for?  Had 
they  ever  held  a  newborn  babe  in  their 
arms,  wondering  over  the  perfection  and 
beauty  that  had  grown  within  their  own 
body?'  Had  they  ever  cuddled  and  fed  and 
diapered  and  loved  a  tiny  helpless  being, 
so  utterly  dependent  on  their  concern 
for  its  very  life?  She  felt  the  tears 


welling  up  as  these  thoughts  whirled  in 
her  mind  and  stifled  a  sob  with  a  tissue 
tattered  by  her  nervous  fingers. 

They  called  her  name  twice  before 
she  realized  it.   She  and  several  others 
were  herded  into  two  rooms  and  told  to 
change  into  the  hospital  gown,  then  go 
into  the  examining  roomcas  they  were 
called.  No  privacy;  this  was  a  busy, 
working,  functioning,  scheduled  business. 

A  woman  doctor  entered  the  room;  the 
presence  of  another  woman  near  her  age 
brought  short-lived  relief.  The  chance 
to  ask  the  questions  weighing  heavily  on 
her  mind  never  came.  The  quick 
examination  was  painful,  and  the  furrowed 
brow  of  the  doctor  as  she  bent  over  her 
medical  records  indicated  little 
compassion.  The  woman  tried  to  explain 
her  hesitancy  about  the  whole  process, 
but  the  doctor  looked  up  and  bluntly 
informed  her  there  was  little  time  left 
to  hesitate.  It  must  be  done  right  away, 
within  the  next  week  at  the  latest.   She 
must  make  up  her  mind  whether  or  not  she 
wanted  to  terminate  this  pregnancy.  No 
one  else  could  do  that  for  her. 

She  asked  if  she  could  talk  with  her 
husband  again.   She  dressed  with  shaking 
hands  and  her  legs  wobbled  with 
unsteadiness.  She  could  barely  hold  the 
rising  tide  of  tears  back  as  she  walked 
into  the  room  with  all  the  pamphlets  and 
booklets  on  population  control.  They 
stopped  at  the  desk  and  the  money  was 
exchanged  again.  They  walked  out  into 
the  hallway  and  pressed  the  elevator 
button.  She  had  begun  to  sob 
uncontrollably.  The  elevator  door  opened 
and  the  people  inside  looked  at  the 
couple,  waiting  for  them  to  enter  so 
they  could  be  on  about  their  business. 
The  woman  turned  and  headed  for  the 
stairway,  knowing  the  hysteria  she  was 
suppressing  could  not  be  contained  in 
that  small  enclosure. 

The  tears  flowed  as  they  found  their 
way  out  of  the  building  into  the  late 
spring  sunlight.  The  contrast  between 
the  lifeless  interior  of  the  clinic  and 
the  hustle  and  bustle  of  the  Michigan 
Avenue  scene  was  like  the  difference 
between  life  and  death.  They  walked  in 
their  own  silence  to  the  parking  deck, 
traded  a  ticket  stub  for  their  car,  and 
drove  to  Lake  Michigan. 

They  sat  quietly  for  a  few  minutes. 
Then  words  of  recrimmination  for  even 
considering  such  an  act  poured  out  of 
her.  Against  herself,  against  her 
husband  for  not  attempting  to  stop  her, 
against  the  doctors •  attitudes  and  lack 
of  concern,  against  the  horrendous 
pictures  of  the  methods  used  to  snuff  out 
the  tiny,  defenseless  embryos  lives  in 
countless  population  clinics.   It  seemed 
like  a  nightmare  had  been  exposed  to  the 
sun's  brightness  and  vanished.  The 
tightness  of  her  dress  reminded  her  it 
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was  no  nightmare.  She  turned  to  her  husband  and 

They  left  the  car  and  began  to  walk  consented  that  they  really  ought  to  be 

toward  the  water's  edge.     The  breezes  off  going  home  to  tell  the  children  there 

the  lake  were  chilly,   but  the  sun  warmed  might  be  an  addition  to  the  family, 

her  bare  arms  and  helped  stop  the  There  might  not  be,   too.     But  Someone 

trembling  that  had  accompanied  her  this  other  than  she  would  have  to  make  that 

far.      She  looked  down  into  the  water  and  decision.      She  did  not  give  life,   and 

saw  something  she  had  only  read  about   in  she  could  not  take  life.      She  could  only 

the  papers.     Hundreds  of  dead  alewives  work  with  it  and  trust  that  it  would  all 

floating  on  the  water,   washing  up  on  the  work  out  according  to  a  better  Plan.     If 

beach,    sloshing  lifelessly  against  the  there  was  any  destroying  to  do,    or  livirg 

concrete  barriers.     She  could  not  help  to  do,  the  decision  would  have  to  come 

the  comparison  that   lept  into  her  mind...  from  a  wiser   source. 
salt  water... dead  fish. . .saline  solution.. 
. .dead  babies. 


L0RR1IKE  BARON 

WRITING  POETRY  IS. . . 

Writing  poetry  is 

like  pulling  a  thread  on  the  seam  of  your  thought  and 
watching  it  unravel. 

like  being  a  mental  gymnist,  twisting  your  mind  inbo 
all  sorts  of  unnatural  positions. 

like   sharpening  an  idea  until  it  is  as  pointed  as  the 
flame  of  a  welders  torch  and  cuts  as  clean. 

like  cutting  a  diamond,   trying  to  make   each  facet  of 
the  poem  perfect. 

like  turning  on  a  light  in  the  dark  house  of  your  mind. 

like  putting  on  fake   eyelashes  which  have  to  be  posi- 
tioned perfectly  to  look  good. 

like  picking  a  piece  of  popcorn  out  of  your  tooth  giv- 
ing relief  when  it's  out. 


*  ** 


STRUCTURED  BLUES 

I  must  sit  down  and  write  this  metered  verse. 

The  syllables  just  pop  into  my  head. 

The  syncopation  is  the  very  curse, 

And  now  I'm  stuck  on  what  to  rhyme  with  head,  dead. 

Oops,  an  extra  syllable  has  appeared, 

And  now  my  meters  shot  and  gone  to  hell. 

This  somehow  is  exactly  what  I  feared. 

I  get  the  urge  to  stand  and  scream  and  yell. 

You  take  your  structured  form  and  toss  it  out. 
I  need  to  have  some  freedom  for  my  thought, 
Or  else  I  will  sit  down  right  now  and  pout. 
Forever  missing  words  so  greatly  sought. 
Give  me  the  right  to  write  the  way  I  choose, 
And  let  me  end  the  curse  of  structured  blues. 


JUDY  BELFISLD 

AM  EMPTY  DAY. . . . 

An  empty  day  — 

devoid  of  excitement  — 

begins  with  a  sunless  sky 
and  muffled  sounds. 
As  it  drags  itself 

by  the  hands  of  its  clock, 
it  seems  barely  to  make  its  way 
from  one  minute  to  the  next. 

The  day  plods 

like  a  terminally-ill  patient 

resigned  to  death 

with  no  aspirations  to  fulfill 
before  the  hour  of  demise  — 

marking  time 

but  not   noting  its  passage 

until 

finally 

it  ends. 

It  is  not  missed, 
nor  mourned, 
nor  is  its  passing  applauded  — 

it  only  decays  into  yesterday 
and  its  ashes  are  scattered  to -the  wind 
never  to  be   found 
or  remembered. 

And  a  new  day  — 

bright,  yellow,  and  wriggling  with  life  — 
explodes  over  the  horizon 
assaulting  eyes 

with  its  emboldened  vivacity, 
while  brass  bands  and  booming  drums 
tickle  stomachs 
with  rolling,  fluttering  zest.  .  . 

And  .  .  . 

yes  .  .  . 

yes  .  .  . 

yes  .  .  . 

yes  .  .  . 

yes! 
ItTs  an  overwhelming  wonder 
that  man  can  survive 
the  beginning  of  such  a  day  — 

But  a.U  the  more  a  wonder 

that  he  could  last  the  day  before. 


JUDY  BELFIELD 

j§T  THEES 

At  times, 

I  miss  the  faith  I've  lost. 

I  have  cursed  my  mind  for  growing  up; 

hated  myself  for  discarding  my  security  — 
my  reason  for   living. 

It  wasn't   easy  before, 

fearing  the  loss  of  Paradise  with  every  transgression 
But  it's  harder  now 

for  I  have  no  purpose, 

except   in  this  life: 
2fo  afterlife  to  either  dread  or  anticipate 
and  no  God  to  turn  to  in  the  meantime. 
I  have  only  today 

and  a  promise  of  the  next  moment, 
which  may  be  crushed 
as  easily  as  paper-thin  crystal. 

After  feeling  safe   for  so  long, 

I  am  now  unsure  of  everything   .    .    . 

And  I  miss  that  armor-plated  faith: 
It  shielded  me  from  uncertainty. 

But  that  figment  at  ion  is  gone  forever  — 

blown  away  like  the  ashes  of  the  saints 
And  I  will  never  believe  that  unwaiveringly  again 
in  anything   .    .    . 

and  it's  scary. 


FOR  A  LOEG  TIME  I  PITIED  YOU 

For  a  long  time  I  pitied  you  — 

truly  ref  retted  that  you  would  not  enter  heaven, 
and  I  wished   so  hard  that  you  could  be  Catholic. 
I  asked  Father  Paul  if  you  would  ever  get  to  see  God  when  you  died, 
and  he  said, 

"No.      Only  Catholics  go  to  heaven; 
non-Catholics  go  to  a  special  place. 
It's  nice  —  pleasant  —  but   God   isn't  there. 
Have  faith  and  pray  for  your  friend/' 
I  feared  .that  you  would  spend  your  eternity  in  Limbo, 

and  I  prayed   for  your  conversion. 
I   cried,    worrying  that  my  prayers  were  not   enough. 
My  mother  said, 

"Sandy  will   go  to  heaven. 

All  good  people  do,    even  if  they're  not  Catholic. 
Sometires  the  Church  is  wrong." 
It  was  then  that   I   realized  that  mothers  make  mistakes: 
Priests   did  not. 

Years  have  passed  since  I've  prayed 

and  tonight  I  remember  the  pain  of  them  — 
and  a  new  pain  echoes  in  my  head. 
I  know  that  there  will  be  a  place  in  heaven 
for  you 
and  everyone  else  who  believes  that  there  is  heaven  and  God  — 
but   there  will  be  no  place 
for  me. 
And  now  that  I  am  in  Limbo  — 

,'iho  will  pray  for  me? 


ROBERT  NltfSCME 
THE  CAPTURED  SQUARES 

The  cigarette  moved  from  hand  to  hand  in  the  circle 
in  the  bitter  ironic  air. 

: 'Watch  this,"  said  the  man,  holding  up  a  tiny  silver 
eggshaped  vial  he  produced  from  a  shirt  pocket  full  of 
pens  and  medical  instruments. 

"I  have  here  a  vacuum,''  chortled  the  man,  already 
insensitive  from  drugs. 

Producing  a  silver  hypo  needle,  he  proceeded  to  draw 
off  a  dose  of  vacuum  and  injected  it  thru  his  eye  into 
the  prefrontal  lobe. 

"'Prefrontal  vacuumetry,  the  most  of  mothering  highs,'' 
he  said,  as  tiny  bubbles  began  to  fill  his  field  of  vision, 
all  clearly  tinted  the  soapy  rainbow  incandes censes  danced. 

No  exit  from  this  coarse  paraphrased  soap  opera  was 
observed  except  pair  amour,  avion  with  wings  of  steel  on 
his  imitation  Nazi  helmet,  the  baddest  of  dudes  transfigured 
by  science  to  the  sceance  sophomor|C> 

"I'd  rather  have  a  free  bottle  in  front  of  me  than 
a  prefontal  lobotomy." 

:^5jC  ;j<;;<  ;|oj< 

ROSE  BRACKEN 

OLD  WAR  INJURY 

the  wound  is  reopened  by 

songs  on  the  radio 

books  on  the  shelf 

letters  of  young  love 

postcards  from  Florida 

love  scenes  replayed 

certain  restaurants 

favorite  foods 

treasured  friends 

usual  hangouts 

honest  diaries 

old  photos 

movies 

love 

pain 

me 

hours 

days 

emptiness 

soul  searching 

need  for  love 

a  need  for  hope 

useless  tears  of  hurt 

constant  pointless  questions 

the   satisfaction  on  their   faces 

the  void  left  in  my  heert 

broken  remmants  of  my   spirit 

utter  confusion  as  to  how  and  why 

unseen  foes,   battering  my  weak  mind 

the  boggest  stumbling  block  in  my  path 

you 
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NELSON  RODRIGUEZ 

WAEEHB  FOR  THE  GLORY  SQUAD 

I  found  someone  who's  great 
I  can  just  about  levitate 
It's  hard  to  explain  this  state 
His  boundless  love  is  great 
I   spread  his  word  as  I  wait 
For  that  long  awaited  date 
Yeah,   Irm  gonna  graduate. 

Oh  I'm  gonna  be  so  clean 
When  I  leave  this  in-between 
I'll  shake  my  tambourine 
when  I  blow  this  scene 

I'm  gonna  stand  erect 
ITot  gonna  object 
We're  gonna  connect 

I  have  his  defense 

It's  no  pretense 

I've  inherited  his  affluence 

Ho  need  for  earthly  intelligence 

Ho  more  faith  shaking  turbulence 

Because  I  decided  to  repent 

He  paid  my  rent 

I  received  enlightenment 

Joined  his  government 

Pig- out  on  his  nourishment 

I'm  his  instrument 

I'm  not  into  Darwinism 

Or  so-called  realism 

I'm  not  into  Hinduism 

Buddah  or  mysticism 

Don't  believe  in  industrialism 

No  time   lor  imperialism 

Don't  care  about  your  money  wad 
It   doesn't  have  anything  to  do  with  God 
I'm  waiting  for  the  glory  squad 
He'll  rule  with  an  iron  rod. 


PAT  MULDER 
THE  SHADOW  KNOWS 


PAT  BOHLER 
CORGMSI  WAITING  ROOM 


When  I  was  little 

our  Philco  radio  was  shaped 

like  a  church 

and  we  worshiped 

in  an  Odd  Fellow's  Hall 

wearing  old  nun's  lace  hankies 

because  we  forgot  our  hats. 

Now  I  wonder 

where 

the  Philco  radio, 

the  Odd  Fellow's  Hall, 

the  old  nuns, 

and  the  lace  hankies 

have  gone. 

I'm  still  hanging  around. 


nurse   swishing 

air  hissing 

waiting  waiting  waiting 

finger  creweling 

nerve  dueling 

waiting  waiting  waiting 

blood  dripping 

stitch  gripping 

waiting  waiting  waiting 

mind  racing 

eye  pacing 

waiting  waiting  waiting 

pump  pumping 

heart  thumping 

waiting  waiting  waiting 

pain  tearing 

un-bearing 

waiting.. . 
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GAYLA  GRAVES 

HAVE  AIOTHER  BEER  KID 

Just  another  Friday  night , 

turn  that  •„''£„*,  G!l  music  down 

....have  another  beer  kid. 

So  someone  nailed  your  car  with  a  nail 

and  it '  s  gonna  cost  you  your 

first  born  child  to  have  it    fixed, 

So  you  fractured  your  ankle 

when  you  fell  off  a  pair  of  spiked  heels, 

So  you  lost  your  job 

because  you  lost  a  decimal, 

So  your  mother  wrote  you  out  of  the  will 

just  because  you  said  "fart"  in  front  of  gramma, 

So  you're  flunking  creative  writing 

because  you  lost  your  identity, 

So  you  found  your  identity 

and  it  doesn't  fit  in  your  tight   jeans  anymore 

....have  another  beer  kid. 

So  you  spent  the  night  in  jail 

for  tailgaiting  an  unmarked  cop, 

So  you  permed  your  hair 

and  it   all   fell  out, 

So  you're   fighting  ;r/l , 000 , 000  lawsuit 

because  your  German  Shephard 

ate  your  neighbor's  suckatash 

than  ate  your  neighbor, 

So  3-our  roommate  ran  off  with  your  minister 

leaving  you  with  a  ;^400  rent, 

So  your  videotape  recorder  blew  up 

and  your  electricity  went   out 

in  the  middle  of  ALIEN. 

So  Timmy  from  Long  Chevrolet 

named  you  as  his  long  lost  mother, 

So  your  ulcer  flared  up  in  the 

middle  of  Deep  Throat 

and  the  ushers  escorted  you  out,  while 

you  were  moaning  in  pain,   and  the 

whole  theater  laughed  their  butts  off 

....have  another  beer  kid... 

SUB  CARLSON 

HISTORY  LESSON 

To  faded  Glories  sealed  in  chambers  past 
The  moldy  murmurs  echo  today's  lacks: 
Of  failing  fancies  never  meant  to  last, 
Of  people  caught  too  late  to  turn  their  backs 
On  jaded  trends  of  Time  where  more  is  less 
I7ith  songs  unsung  and  classics  left  undone 
From  wasted  minds  left  spinning  emptiness 
For  radiation,   inflation,  mutation... 

But  Time  retracts,  the  silent   spell  cracks 
To  haul  out  dripping  icicles  dropping  Truth, 
Unscathed  by  hourglass,   peeling  well-worn  masks 
Into  renaissance  faces:   Beauty,  Youth. 
In  Time's  clock,  moments  must  be  swung  as  one; 
'What  stands  as  finished  once  stood  as  begun. 
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PAT  MULDER 
PRO  AND  C  ON  NOONS 


-!e 

implies 

two 

or  three, 

maybe 

more  - 

say,    four, 

shut 

the  door, 

replies 

who. 


They 

I 

took 

suggests 

the  train. 

one, 

crossed 

detests 

the  hay 

a  pair, 

set 

tie 

sail 

game s , 

hit 

tea 

the  trail 

for  two, 

roamed 

tete 

the  road 

a  tete, 

rode 

ping 

the  rails 

pong, 

piked 

our 

the  peak 

house, 

caught 

their 

the  flight  - 

car, 

saw 

pen 

the  light. 

pals, 

dual 

O,  v.'-  Or 

controls, 

locks 

the  gate. 

slams 

the  door 

Hurapfl 

*** 


JODY  BELFIELD 
SOKJHERI  IE  THE  DAIS 

Somewhere  in  the  dark  — 

past  the  whirring,  honking  traffic 

and  beyond  the  mercury-light  lined  streets 

in  the  yawning  mind-caverns   of  black  — 

silken,   silent,   unstirred  black  of  forgotten  moments 
Somewhere  there  — 

past  all  recall 

and  beyond  reach  or  remembrance 

lie  sleeping  secrets 

waiting  to  be   found  and  once  again  embraced. 
Those  long-ago  moments  — 

clouded,   shrouded  in  their  lookalike,   everyday  dresses, 

packed  away  in  gray  paper 

and  tucked  into  an  out-of-stjrle  trunk, 

locked  with  a  lost  and  twisted  key  .    .    . 


I. 


for  one, 

do  not  bemoan  their  loss  — 


Tnose  everydays  are  plentiful  enough 
today. 


#*^#** 
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LORRAIEE  BARON 


HALLOiTEEN  MASQUERADE 


Hoisy  disco  music  blared  as  we  entered 
the  decorated  family  room.   Somehow, 
black  hats  and  witches  didn't  seem  to 
blend  with  Donna  Summer's  :rHot  Stuff "  and 
blinking  disco  lights.  A  couple  dressed 
as  baboons  looked  rather  ridiculous  as 
they  gyrated,  moving  their  hips  to  the 
rhythmic  beat  of  the  music  while  doing 
the  Hew  York  Hustle.  It  looked  like  some 
kind  of  ritualistic  mating  dance  with 
their  bare  breasts  heaving  up  and  down 
and  furry  arms  swinging. 

Most  of  the  usual  crowd  had  already 
arrived  and  were  well  on  their  way  to 
having  a  good  time.  Being  a  creative 
bunch,  their  costumes  reflected  their 
inventiveness.  Joe  came  as  "The  Hew 
Year"  wearing  only  a  diaper  and  large 
safety  pin.  Anything  for  a  laugh,  that 
was  Joe.  One  mysterious  old  woman  with 
a  wretched  looking  face  and  a  bent  body 
supported  by  a  cane  walked  across  the 
room  to  a  rocking  chair  and  rocked  the 
rest  of  the  evening,  never  deviating  from 
the  character  of  her  costume.  Her  voice 
and  actions  were  that  of  a  ninety  year 
old  woman  and  nobody  could  guess  who  she 
was. 

The  couple  who  generated  the  most 
excitement  at  every  party  had  to  be 
Gloria  and  Jack  and  tonight  was  no 
exception.  Always  the  pair  to  watch, 
they  came  as  flamenco  dancers  with  Gloria 
looking  great  in  a  low  cut,  flaming-red 
lace  dress,  tight  fitting  to  the  thigh 
and  then  flaring  at  the  bottom  in  a 
myriad  of  ruffles.  Her  long  black  hair 
was  pulled  back  and  she  wore  a  large  red 
flower  over  her  left  ear.   She  created 
quite  a  sensation  as  she  walked 
haughtily  around  the  room  clicking  her 
castinets.  Jack  followed  her  in  a 
tight  fitting  black  costume  revealing 
his  lean,  muscular  body.  His  face  had 
a  rugged  look  even  though  high 
cheekboned  and  fine  featured.  His  deep 
blue  eyes  dominated  his  face  except  when 
he  smiled  revealing  white,  even  teeth  in 
an  impish  grin  that  immediately  made 
most  women  tingle  all  over.  He  was 
truly  an  Adonis  with  platinum  blond 
hair.  In  addition  to  all  these  good 
looks,  he  had  a  brain  besides.  He  was 
so  easy  to  talk  to  and  was  always 
intensely  interested  in  your  point  of 
view.  He  transformed  the  ordinary  into 
the  extraordinary. 

Gloria  and  Jack  made  the  perfect 
couple.  Everyone  admired  and  even 
envied  them.  Gloria  had  been  a  model 
before  they  were  married  but  now  worked 
part  time  as  an  interior  decorator  in 
addition  to  caring  for  their  two  young 
children.   Jack  was  a  very  successful 
commercial  artist. 

Sipping  a  Southern  Comfort 
Ilanaatten  while  trying  to  catch  up  with 


the  mood  of  the  party,  I  was  pleasantly 
surprised  when  Jack  came  over.   ;'Hi, 
sweets,  how  about  this  dance? "  he  asked. 
Jack  was  a  terrific  dancer,  the  best  in 
our  crowd,  and  I  really  enjoyed  dancing 
with  him.  He  looked  great  dressed  as  a 
flamenco  dancer  with  his  slender,  supple 
form  dramatized  in  black.  He  usually 
hung  pretty  close  to  Gloria,  but  I  didn't 
think  that  she  would  mind  since  she  was 
already  dancing  with  Fred.  In  fact,  Fred 
and  Gloria  were  doing  some  pretty  sexy 
moves  on  that  dance  floor.  Body  to  body 
with  barely  an  eyelash  between  them,  Fred 
pulled  her  toward  him  arching  her  back 
and  dropped  her  to  a  very  dramatic  dip 
with  her  head  almost  touching  the  floor. 
Of  course,  Jack  couldn't  help  but  notice. 
He  seemed  to  notice  every  move  they  were 
making. 

Dancing  with  him  I  could  feel  the 
tension  in  his  body  as  we  competed  with 
Fred  and  Gloria  over  who  could  do  the 
sexiest,  most  theactrical  moves.  I  was 
being  whirled  and  spun  and  dipped  and 
lifted  until  I  was  dizzy.  The  rest  of 
the  party  caught  the  mood  of  what  was 
taking  place  and  all  stopped  to  watch  and 
cheer  the  competing  couples  on  to  more 
daring  actions.  The  strong  beat  of  the 
music  mixed  with  the  passion  of  the 
moment  increased  the  intensity  of  Jack's 
emotions.  I  could  feel  the  tension  surge 
as  he  watched  Fred  brush  his  hand  across 
Gloria's  breast  while  doing  a  drop, 
twisting  dip.  He  broke  away  from  me  and 
went  over  and  gave  Jack  a  hard  shove  and 
a  punch  which  sent  him  crashing  to  the 
floor.  Gloria  ran  from  the  room  sobbing 
frantically.  I  followed  hoping  to  calm 
her  down.   She  threw  herself  on  the  bed 
sobbing  violently.  I  tried  to  reassure 
her.  "Gloria,  Jack  will  get  over  it.  He 
isn't  angry  with  you.  He  was  just 
jealous  and  mad  because  Fred  made  a  pass 
at  you.  Settle  down,  everything  will  be 
alright."  She  seemed  to  be  crying  less 
violently  now.   "Do  you  think  that  I'm 
a  fool?"  Gloria  said.   "Would  I  be  in 
here  crying  this  way  over  my  husband 
being  jealous?  Jealous,"  Gloria  said, 
r'sure  he  was  jealous,  but  not  of  me.  He 
doesn't  love  me,  he  loves  Fredl  '■ 
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